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How  Well 

T.L.  Chapin 

Stop! 

Do  not  Read  on! 

do  not  expect  a  poem 

with  structure, 

rhythm 

or  rhyme. 

do  not  look  for  speling  erors, 

or  rhetoric 

grammar, 

or  reason. 

Why? 

Because  I  didn't  want  to. 

because  I  didn't  write  it 

for  beauty 

praise, 

or  for  reproach 

because  I  was  bored 

because  I  told  you, 

Not 

to 

read 
on! 


The  Castle 

Dave  Putz 

Dark,  dark  and  silent. 
Hiding,  a  curled-up  ball; 
Wanting  only  to  get  away,  alone. 

And  into  his  dark,  dark  world, 

A  smile,  a  light,  a  soft  piece  of  sunshine. 

Is  it  a  threat  or  a  hope? 

With  a  great  castle, 

Full  of  flags  and  battlements, 

Why  is  the  prince  hiding,  alone,  in  the  cellar? 

Is  it  the  noise  he  is  afraid  of  - 

The  cheering  throngs,  the  clamoring  crowd. 

They  want  him  to  lead  them. 

Shoulder  the  burden,  step  into  the  war. 

We  need  you,  and  your  strengths. 

It  is  a  shame  they  have  no  better  hope. 

Lovely  lady,  why  do  you  pursue  me? 
You,  who  know  me  better  than  any, 
Can  you  truly  see  light  here? 

You  will  not  accept  my  dungeons, 
You  assault  my  true  defenses. 
To  walk,  not  alone,  is  strange. 


Winter  Call 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

Cold  November  rains  prattle  at  my  sill, 

gossiping  of  those  dead  things, 

that  died  from  their  chill. 

They  seek  to  enter  my  warm  abode, 

to  steal  my  soul  away. 

I  curl  within  my  comforter, 

and  keep  those  demons  at  bay. 


Bubbles 

Robin  Chism 

Round  circular  perfections 
Silly  in  their  brilliance 
Floating,  drifting 
For  all  to  see. 
Silvery  Utopia 
Polished  with  purity, 
Global  carriers  of  bliss  soaring 
Higher  and  higher  until  .  .  . 
pop! 
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Glass  Prophecy 

Scot  James  Super 

A  shriek,  a  wail, 

narrow  thoughts  echo 

He  preys  on  madness 

and  pain  borne  for  naught. 

Reaper  of  Sorrow 

take  his  hand. 

pray  for  Reconciliation 

or  die 

alone 

lost 

Damned. 

cry  for  peace, 

of  lost  innocence. 

scream  for  vengeance,  smile- 

-you're  alive. 

embrace  the  Darkness, 

kill  Father  Time. 

Sandman  is  coming 

sleep 

Death  of  a  Rhyme. 


Mental  Withdrawal 

Angela  Brooks 

Abstractions  seem  to  contrast 

become  smaller  and  smaller 
until  I'm  more  complex. 


Gutless 

Dojna  Corzine 

come  and  answer  me 

with  your  practiced  irrelevance 

while  inside 

i'm  still  with  others 

you  are  repetition 

and  cause  nothing  to  boil  in  me 

you  curl  with  staged  emotion 

winning  at  last  my  laughter 


Plunge 

Jacob  Andrew 

Do  you  know  what  we've  done? 

We've  plunged  ourselves  headlong  into  the 
belly  of  a  behemoth. 

We've  cheered  on  a  crucifixion  that  holds  more 
than  expected. 
More  than  elected. 
The  last  sad  song,  a  devil  fate. 
Sons  and  daughters  now  alone,  left  to  fend  for 
cruel  disposition. 

Can  you  see? 

Can  you  see  the  clear  schemes  as  they 
unfold  before  a  tangled  populous?  Stretched  too  far 
to  end  or  explode. 

Stretched  to  relapse  into  a  plane  called  the  Past; 

where  mistakes  are  unkindly  obvious. 
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Untitled 

Mike  Oliveri 

It  was  a  cool,  sunny  morning  in  mid- August 
that  Jim  Bowman  woke  up  dead. 

He  didn't  realize  this  right  off,  of  course. 
After  all,  most  people  assume  that  if  they're  moving 
and  thinking,  they're  alive  and,  quite  possibly,  very 
well.  It  wasn't  until  the  middle  of  putting  together 
a  breakfast  of  bacon  and  eggs  that  he  realized  he 
wasn't  breathing.  A  surge  of  panic  struck  him,  and 
he  instinctively  grasped  at  his  chest  and  neck.  He 
forced  a  deep  breath  into  his  lungs,  then  released  it 
in  a  harsh  way.  No  inhalation  followed. 

His  panic  was  replaced  by  bewilderment, 
and  he  forgot  about  the  sizzling  grease  before  him. 
Out  of  curiosity,  he  pressed  two  fingers  to  his  wrist. 
Finding  no  pulse  there,  he  tried  his  carotid  artery. 
Again,  no  pulse. 

He  started  to  puzzle  this  all  out  when  his 
breakfast  went  up  in  a  bright  orange  blaze.  Startled, 
he  poured  his  glass  of  milk  into  the  pan  in  a  feeble 
attempt  to  extinguish  the  flames.  The  burning  grease 
splashed  over  the  side  and  onto  his  left  leg,  igniting 
his  sweatpants. 

Cursing,  he  grabbed  the  dish  towel  hanging 
over  the  sink  and  beat  out  the  flames.  He  peeled 
away  the  blackened  bits  of  his  pants  and  examined 
his  leg.  Small  blisters  had  formed  on  his  skin,  but 
otherwise  he  was  unharmed. 

What  amazed  him,  however,  was  the  fact 
that  it  didn't  hurt.  There  was  a  slight  sensation  of 
warmth,  but  nothing  more. 

He  went  into  the  bathroom  and  began  to 
clean  and  bandage  his  leg  and  to  figure  out  exactly 
how  he  had  died.  His  first  thought  was  natural 
causes,  but  he  soon  ruled  that  out  because  of  the 
simple  fact  that  he  was  in  a  definitely  unnatural 
state  of  being. 

Perhaps  an  accident,  then. 

No,  that  usually  caused  massive  physical 
trauma  and  a  big,  sticky  mess. 

Murder?  Doubtful,  for  the  same  reasons. 

Wait,  not  necessarily. 

He  remembered  the  small  black  man  who 
had  approached  him  in  the  dark  parking  lot  behind 
O'Malley's  Pub  the  night  before.  He  came  running 
out  of  the  shadows,  shouting  some  nonsensical 


gibberish. 

In  the  split  second  he  was  frozen  with  fear, 
the  bizarre  little  man  hurled  a  handful  of  sparkling 
powder  into  his  face.  Blinded  and  choking,  he  could 
barely  hear  the  man,  now  standing  over  him  yelling 
in  heavily  accented  English.  There  was  an  intense 
tightness  in  his  chest  for  a  few  seconds.  Then,  as  it 
subsided,  he  could  hear  the  man's  cackling  laughter 
retreating  into  the  alley. 

He  had  checked  himself  out  when  he  got 
home  but  found  nothing  out  of  the  ordinary.  He 
shrugged  the  incident  off  and  went  to  bed. 

But  how  could  it  be  murder  if  he  was  still 
alive?  Well,  conscious  anyway.  He  began 
considering  supernatural  causes. 

He  concentrated  on  remembering  the  few 
horror  novels  and  magazines  he  had  read  as  a  kid. 
The  term  that  seemed  to  define  his  condition  was 
"undead."  Both  zombies  and  vampires  were  undead 
creatures. 

Turning  to  the  mirror,  he  grinned  at  himself 
and  pressed  at  his  upper  teeth  with  his  thumb.  No 
fangs,  which  ruled  out  vampire. 

From  what  he  remembered,  zombies  were 
usually  just  mindless  corpses  with  an  appetite  for 
flesh.  He  considered  going  next  door  and  making  a 
snack  out  of  the  neighbor's  baby,  then  chuckled  at 
the  thought.  No,  no  cannibalistic  urges.  And  he 
didn't  consider  himself  mindless,  no  matter  what 
his  friends  said  about  him  working  too  hard  all  the 
time. 

Okay,  so  he  wasn't  a  zombie. 

Then  what  happened? 

Apparently  there  was  only  one  way  to  find 
out.  Find  that  man  and  ask  him.  Which  meant 
finding  a  short  black  man  with  a  thick  Caribbean 
accent  somewhere  in  Miami.  Oh  yeah,  piece  of 
cake. 

He  glanced  at  his  alarm  clock  and  saw  that 
he  had  a  half  hour  to  make  the  forty-five  minute  trip 
to  work..  He  hoped  the  cops  were  concentrating 
more  on  their  coffee  and  donuts  than  the  traffic  on 
the  road. 

Fat  chance. 

*  *  * 

For  the  next  few  weeks,  he  carried  on  with 
his  life  in  some  semblance  of  normality.  He  kept 
going  to  work,  hung  out  with  his  friends,  even  went 
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on  a  date.  Twice  he  had  been  asked  why  he  wasn't 
breathing,  and  both  times  he  had  managed  to 
strategically  change  the  subject.  Whether  the  incident 
had  been  forgotten  by  the  questioner  or  not,  he 
really  didn't  care. 

What  was  strange,  however,  was  the  fact 
that  the  burn  on  his  leg  had  healed.  It  seemed 
perfectly  logical  to  him  that  if  he  was  not  breathing, 
pumping  blood,  or  digesting  his  food  (he  tended  to 
vomit  a  couple  of  hours  after  he  ate),  he  shouldn't  be 
regenerating  damaged  tissue  either. 

He  then  realized  that  the  supernatural  was 
not  restricted  to  the  logical  or  even  the  rational.  He 
read  heavily  on  the  subject,  and  his  table  was 
constantly  buried  under  piles  of  occult  magazines 
and  strange  books.  His  girlfriend  left  him,  afraid  he 
was  turning  into  "a  perverted  whacko." 

He  also  attempted  searching  for  the  man 
who  had  done  whatever  it  was  he  had  done  to  him. 
After  four  failures,  he  began  to  wonder  if  his  search 
was  futile. 

That  was  when  his  quarry  found  him. 


*  *  * 


Jim  stepped  into  O'Malley's  Pub  for  the 
first  time  since  the  night  of  his  death  and  took  a  seat 
at  the  end  of  the  bar,  far  from  his  usual  seat  near  the 
pool  tables  and  the  more  crowded  area  of  the  dining 
room. 

Pat  served  him  his  usual  drink  and  made  an 
attempt  at  getting  him  to  talk  about  his  problem. 
With  a  rather  rude  snarl,  Jim  made  it  abundantly 
clear  that  he  didn't  feel  like  talking  about  it.  Rather 
annoyed  (and  more  than  a  little  hurt),  Pat  retreated 
to  the  other  end  of  the  bar. 

Jim  felt  bad  about  snapping  at  an  old  friend 
like  that,  but  he  definitely  was  not  in  a  terrific 
mood.  All  this  occult  research  was  keeping  him 
awake  far  into  the  night,  and  it  was  having  a  negative 
effect  on  his  job  and  social  life.  Not  to  mention  his 
sanity. 

Jim  tossed  back  his  drink,  and  Pat  returned 
just  long  enough  to  top  off  his  glass  and  throw  him 
a  nasty  glare.  He  swirled  it  around  for  a  moment, 
watching  the  golden  liquid  as  it  threatened  to  leap 
over  the  rim,  and  wondered  how  much  longer  his 
new  life  (unlife?)  would  last. 

Suddenly,  he  felt  hot  breath  on  the  nape  of 
his  neck.  "Not  enjoying  your  new  life,  are  you, 


soulless  one?"  A  familiar  voice  whispered  into  his 
ear. 

Jim  whirled  to  see  the  short  black  man  staring 
back  at  him  with  a  leering  grin,  exposing  his  yellow 
teeth.  He  shook  his  head,  throwing  his  dreadlocks 
away  from  his  eyes. 

"Oh,  excuse  me!  I  meant  your  lifelessness!" 
A  chilling  laugh  burst  from  the  man's  throat,  causing 
the  other  patrons  to  look  up  in  his  direction. 

"Let's  take  this  outside,"  Jim  said  gruffly, 
trying  to  control  his  anger. 

"Whatever  you  say,  mon.  After  you."  The 
man  bowed  and  swept  his  arms  toward  the  door  in 
a  mocking  gesture  of  humbleness. 

Jim  tossed  some  money  onto  the  bar,  enough 
to  cover  the  cost  of  his  drinks  and  an  ample  tip.  He 
then  cautiously  stepped  past  the  strange  man  and 
walked  out  the  door  while  Pat's  patrons  went  back 
to  minding  their  own  business. 

Once  outside,  he  paused  momentarily  to 
glance  up  and  down  the  dimly  lit  street  before 
continuing  on  to  the  parking  lot  around  back.  He 
could  hear  footsteps  behind  him  as  the  black  man 
followed.  He  stopped  beside  his  car,  just  outside  the 
radius  of  light  cast  down  by  the  sodium  vapor 
streetlamp. 

The  man  reached  into  his  jacket,  withdrew  a 
fat  cigar,  and  offered  it  to  Jim  who  shook  his  head. 
The  man  shrugged  and  lit  it  himself,  blowing  a 
thick  cloud  of  smoke  into  Jim's  face. 

"That  only  works  on  the  breathing,"  Jim 
said  bluntly. 

The  man  laughed  again,  this  time  in  a  low 
chuckle.  "That  is  true.  But  I  enjoy  doing  it  anyway." 
He  took  another  long  puff  on  the  cigar. 

"So  why  have  you  come  back?" 

The  smoke  rolled  from  his  nose.  "I  always 
come  back  to  my  victims.  They're  sort  of  a  .  .  . 
hobby,  if  you  will." 

"Why  have  you  killed  me?" 

The  man  gave  Jim  a  crooked  smile.  "You  are 
taking  this  better  than  most,  my  friend.  Most  of  my 
victims  try  to  attack  my  by  now." 

"You  didn't  answer  the  question." 

"Is  that  what  you  are?"  he  asked,  raising  an 
eyebrow.  "Dead?  You  look  very  much  alive  to  me." 

"Cut  the  bullshit.  I  want  to  know  what 
you've  done  to  me.  And  why." 
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The  man  suddenly  turned  very  serious  and 
plucked  the  cigar  from  between  his  teeth.  "I'd  be 
more  polite  to  a  man  who  has  taken  my  soul  if  I  were 
you." 

Startled,  Jim  jerked  slightly.  "My  soul?"  he 
managed  in  a  slight  whisper. 

"Yes.  Your  body  lives  on,  but  without  a  soul 
you  will  slowly  go  mad  until  your  body  shrivels 
into  an  empty  husk." 

"How  long?" 

The  man  shrugged.  "Who  knows?  Days. 
Months.  Maybe  years."  He  grinned  once  more. 
"You  may  even  be  immortal." 

Jim  reeled.  "Who  are  you?" 

"Many  would  call  me  a  witch  doctor,  but  I 
prefer  the  term  voodoo  priest  myself."  The  priest 
had  a  rather  smug  air  about  him  as  if  he  were 
enjoying  this. 

Jim  felt  his  muscles  tighten  as  anger  flooded 
his  mind.  He  began  to  advance  on  the  smaller  man 
who  was  now  beginning  to  look  uncomfortable.  "I 
could  kill  you!" 

"Ease  off,  mon!  Even  the  lifeless  are  still 
subject  to  the  laws  of  the  living."  There  was  a 
distinctly  nervous  tone  in  his  voice.  He  took  a  long 
drag  on  his  cigar  and  regained  his  composure. 
"Besides,  only  I  know  where  your  soul  is." 

Jim's  eyes  narrowed.  "Keep  talking." 

The  man  grinned.  "For  a  price." 

Jim  lashed  out,  striking  the  man  square  in 
the  nose  and  knocking  him  backward.  The  glowing 
cigar  tossed  sparks  across  the  hood  of  the  car  as  Jim 
hit  the  man  again,  this  time  in  the  jaw.  Another 
blow  and  the  man  fell  to  the  ground. 

In  an  instant  Jim  was  over  him,  his  left  hand 
clutching  the  front  of  the  man's  shirt,  his  right 
cocked  back  for  another  punch.  "I'll  ask  you  only 
once.  Where's  my  soul?" 

The  priest  spat  out  a  thick  glob  of  blood. 
"Yeah?  What  if  I  decide  not  to  tell  you?" 

"Then  you'll  be  more  dead  than  I  am,"  Jim 
replied  coolly. 

"You're  bluffing." 

"What  have  I  got  to  lose?"  He  gave  a  wry 
smile.  "My  soul?" 

The  man  let  out  a  laugh  that  would  have 
curdled  Jim's  blood  if  he  had  any,  then  abruptly  cut 
it  off.  An  eerie  silence  settled  over  the  parking  lot 


before  the  man  stated,  "It's  out  there,  mon." 

"Out  there?" 

"Out  there.  Among  the  living.  You  tread 
the  borders  of  Hell  itself  now,  mon.  Beware  what 
you  see.  Beware  what  you  do.  Beware!" 

Shaken,  Jim  relaxed  his  grip  on  the  man's 
shirt.  "I  don't  understand." 

"You  will  soon  enough,  boy."  He  kicked 
upward  suddenly,  sending  Jim  sprawling  to  the 
ground.  With  incredible  speed,  he  leapt  to  his  feet 
and  trotted  back  a  few  steps.  "For  the  game  has  just 
begun."  And  with  that  final,  cryptic  message,  he 

disappeared  into  the  shadows. 

*  *  * 

Jim  lay  back  in  his  bed,  allowing  the  silvery 
light  of  the  full  moon  to  play  across  his  body.  He 
wondered  briefly  if  the  pagans  were  right  in  their 
belief  that  there  was  a  connection  between  magic 
and  the  moon  before  turning  his  concentration 
back  to  the  night's  events. 

First,  he  had  met  the  man  who  had  killed 
him.  Scratch  that  -  the  man  who  had  taken  his  soul. 
That  person  told  him  to  beware  for  he  was  walking 
the  borders  of  Hell.  His  soul  was  apparently  a  small 
part  in  some  big  game. 

Peachy. 

He  decided  to  sleep  on  it  and  get  a  fresh  start 
in  the  morning.  What  the  hey,  it  couldn't  get  any 
worse  overnight. 

Could  it? 


Plunge 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

Pull  me  to  deep  waters, 
those  azure  folds  I  know. 
Let  me  fly  unhindered, 
and  give  my  mind  license, 
to  roam. 
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Timmy's  Game 

Scot  Super 

It's  been  three  weeks  since  I  had  clean  clothes 
-  at  least  two  since  I  had  something  more  than  what's 
left  of  my  rations  to  eat.  The  green,  mudcaked  pack 
slung  across  my  shoulders  feels  too  light  - 1  know 
that  within  two  more  days,  unless  I  can  find  the  rest 
of  my  unit  I  won't  have  supplies  left  at  all.  For  food, 
I'll  have  to  see  what  I  can  catch  out  here  in  the  jungle. 
Something  I'm  not  looking  forward  to.  Tim  tried 
that  yesterday.  He  never  did  ration  his  supplies  the 
way  he  should,  and  he  was  the  first  to  run  out  of 
food.  He  noticed  the  vines  on  the  tree  we  were  in  had 
all  these  berries  on  it.  They  were  big  and  red,  I  have 
to  admit.  Even  I  thought  about  trying  a  couple,  but 
Timmy  was  hungry  and  before  anyone  could  stop 
him,  he  started  eating  as  many  of  them  as  he  could. 

I  tried  to  stop  him  - 1  swear  I  did,  but  it  was 
too  late.  The  sergeant  and  I  could  only  watch  as 
Timmy's  eyes  glazed  over  and  the  muscles  in  his 
face  started  to  twitch.  After  that,  it  was  all  we  could 
do  to  hold  him  up  in  the  tree  because  he  started 
having  a  seizure.  Jim  tore  off  a  piece  of  his  shirt  and 
stuffed  it  in  Timmy's  mouth  while  I  held  onto  him. 
He  said  it  was  to  keep  Timmy  from  biting  his 
tongue,  but  we  all  knew  that  was  a  lie.  Even  Timmy. 
The  kid  was  as  good  as  dead,  and  he  knew  as  well  as 
I  did  the  rag  was  to  stop  Timmy  from  crying  out  and 
giving  our  position  away  to  the  V.C. 

He  put  up  a  good  fight.  I'll  give  him  that 
much.  Hell,  for  a  minute  we  all  thought  he  was 
going  to  pull  through.  His  seizures  slowed,  then 
stopped.  Then  he  looked  up  at  us  with  his  wide  blue 
eyes  that  were  way  too  young  to  be  out  here  in  the 
forest  dying.  "It's  not  so  bad,  Bri.  I'm  not  afraid 
anymore."  That's  what  he  said  to  me  with  that  huge 
boyish  grin  of  his,  before  he  shuddered  -  and  died. 

I  don't  remember  crying.  I  think  I  just  sat 
there  in  the  tree  with  a  weird,  stunned  look  on  my 
face.  Jim  said  something  about  hiding  the  body  and 
wanting  to  be  at  least  twenty  miles  away  before  it's 
found.  I  remember  nodding  and  helping  him  toss 
poor  Timmy's  body  into  a  bush  a  few  yards  away 
from  the  tree  where  we  were  hiding. 

That  was  yesterday,  and  neither  Jim  nor  I 
have  spoken  since. 

Why,  do  you  ask? 


Well,  because  there  is  no  need.  People  talk 
to  have  fun,  or  relax,  or  maybe  just  to  have  some- 
thing to  do  when  they  are  with  their  friends.  To  tell 
the  truth,  Jim  isn't  my  friend,  but  even  if  he  were,  I 
don't  think  we  would  have  said  much  anyway.  Like 
I  said,  there  is  no  need.  We  have  both  accepted  the 
fact  that  we  are  going  to  die,  even  if  we  are  trying 
our  damnedest  to  get  out  of  this  godforsaken  jungle. 

To  us,  we're  both  already  dead,  and  what  do 
you  do  -  what  can  you  say  -  to  a  dead  man? 

A  wave  of  dizziness  washes  over  me,  and  I 
shut  my  eyes  tightly  in  concentration  as  I  try  to  fight 
it  off.  It  is  hunger.  For  a  brief  instant  a  picture  of 
those  red  berries  flashes  in  my  mind.  But,  no.... 
Even  though  I  know  how  this  must  end,  I  can't  do  it 
myself.  Perhaps  I  am  a  fool. 

It  starts  to  rain,  but  I  barely  notice.  The  warm, 
wet  drops  of  water  beat  down  on  my  helmet  with  a 
relentless,  numbing  rhythm,  and  I  resign  myself  to 
another  miserable  night  as  I  plod  on  through  the 
undergrowth. 

You  may  ask  why  we  kept  going,  Jim  and  I. 
To  be  absolutely  honest,  I'm  not  really  sure  I  could 
tell  you.  I  suppose  it  is  because  we  simply  couldn't 
think  of  anything  else  to  do,  and... I  wasn't  ready  to 
die. 

Death  tends  to  weigh  down  your  mind  a  lot  - 
something  I've  noticed  out  here  in  the  last  few  days 
-  and  after  a  while,  it  is  necessary  to  stop  thinking. 
Not  just  about  death,  but  everything.  If  not,  memo- 
ries start  resurfacing,  like  my  fiance'  I  left  back  home 
six  months  ago,  or  my  parents  -  standing  in  the 
driveway  as  I  drove  away  that  last  time  -  maybe  even 
Timmy's  face. 

That  can  be  just  as  bad.  So  you  stop  think- 
ing. Jim  got  the  hang  of  it  before  I  did.  I  could  tell 
by  the  vacant  expression  in  his  grey  eyes  and  in  the 
way  he  paid  entirely  too  much  attention  to  small 
things  -  sheathing  his  knife,  tying  his  shoes  -  you 
know,  everyday  stuff  most  of  us  do  without  even 
noticing. 

At  first,  I  thought  he  had  lost  it,  probably  a 
matter  of  time  before  he  cracked  completely,  but 
then  I  started  to  understand.  It  was  his  way  of  staying 
sane.  Staying  alive. 

The  rain  stopped,  but  now  that  I'm  already 
soaked,  I  find  myself  wishing  it  would  keep  going. 
Now  all  the  insects  will  be  out,  and  they  feel  like 


they're  hungrier  than  I  am.  No  matter.  Just  don't  think 
about  it. 

The  weird  thing  about  zoning  out  like  we 
do,  playing  the  game  as  Timmy  called  it,  is  that  it 
takes  concentration.  A  lot  of  it.  And  that's  probably 
why  I  didn't  hear  the  sharp,  staccato  click  off  to  my 
side  when  I  should  have. 

Fortunately,  Jim  did  hear  it,  and  I  turned  just 
in  time  to  see  him  reach  down  and  pull  out  a  boot 
knife  he'd  gotten  off  a  dead  V.C.  There  was  a  bright 
flash  of  light  on  metal  as  he  threw  it,  and  then  the 
heavy,  almost  muted  sound  as  it  sank  home.  There 
was  no  following  shriek  from  the  soldier  hiding  in 
that  bush.  Jim  had  followed  his  blade  in,  and  even 
now  as  I  gathered  enough  of  my  senses  to  draw  my 
own  weapon  and  run  forward,  I  saw  him  disappear 
into  the  leaves,  leading  with  a  very  mean-looking 
dagger.  Again  there  came  the  heavy,  muted  sound  of 
metal  sinking  savagely  into  flesh. 

I  didn't  wait  to  see  what  happened.  I  was  too 
busy  checking  the  immediate  area  for  more  sol- 
diers, but  none  were  to  be  found.  The  entire  forest 
seemed  to  quiet  then,  as  if  straining  its  own  substan- 
tial ears  along  with  me.  Nothing. 

Jim  emerged  from  the  leaves  clutching  both 
knives,  a  wild  look  in  his  tan  face.  Blood  covered  his 
hands  and  most  of  his  arm.  He  barely  noticed  me, 
brushing  past  to  where  he  had  dropped  his  pack,  and 
rifled  through  it  for  a  moment  before  fishing  out  a 
small,  stained  rag  which  he  used  to  clean  his  knives 
and  wipe  off  his  hands.  He  did  not  speak,  nor  did  he 
say  anything  about  the  man  he  had  just  killed.  I 
pulled  a  branch  back  carefully,  looking  at  the  dead 
soldier.  One  of  theirs.  He  had  at  least  three,  maybe 
five  holes  in  his  chest. 

Gore  splattered  the  body  and  ground,  and  I 
might  have  been  sick  if  I  weren't  starving. 

Jim  wasn't  the  same  after  that.  He  never  lost 
that  unsettling,  intent  look  in  his  eyes  and  by  the 
next  day,  I  knew  he  wasn't  going  to  be  all  right.  Jim 
couldn't  zone  out  any  more.  Jim  had  lost  it.  Jim  was 
dead.  Still  we  continued. 

The  next  day  was  much  the  same.  I  managed 
to  kill  a  snake  in  the  afternoon,  and  we  ate  it  raw  a 
little  while  later.  Most  of  the  guys  I  talked  to  before 
going  in  swore  up  and  down  they'd  never  eat  "all 
that  disgusting  shit  in  the  jungle."  I  smiled.  I  had 
said  that  too. 


I  think  I  started  getting  scared  that  evening 
when  Jim  started  whispering  to  himself,  and  I  couldn't 
shake  the  feeling  that  the  area  around  us,  the  very 
jungle  itself,  had  begun  to  look  different.  Hostile.  It 
was  more  just  a  vague,  nagging  fear  that  had  latched 
onto  the  back  of  my  mind  somewhere,  something 
else  to  worry  about  besides  Jim's  deteriorating  san- 
ity. 

A  pound  of  acid  dropped  into  the  bottom  of 
my  stomach  later  on  that  night  when  I  woke  to  find 
Jim  standing  over  me  with  a  knife  in  one  hand.  He 
wasn't  attacking.  He  was  holding  it  at  his  side,  but 
it  still  scared  the  hell  out  of  me.  He  was  looking 
forward,  mumbling  something  repeatedly  under 
his  breath,  and  before  I  could  get  up  to  stop  him,  he 
started  off  into  the  jungle. 

"Jim,  wait,"  I  whispered  harshly,  knowing 
all  too  well  what  could  be  out  there.  If  he  heard  me, 
he  gave  no  sign.  He  just  kept  walking. 

"Jim!  Jim,  wake  up,  damn  it  !" 

Still  no  response.  I  cursed  furiously  under 
my  breath  and,  without  knowing  why,  followed 
him  in.  I  knew  we  were  in  trouble  the  second  I 
stepped  into  the  jungle,  but  I  knew  it  was  already 
too  late.  There  was  nothing  I  could  do. 

A  very  cold,  very  sharp  piece  of  metal  slid 
savagely  into  my  back,  and  at  once  I  realized  I 
shouldn't  have  followed  him.  I  had  forgotten  to  zone 
out  and  play  the  game  a  little  longer. 

"I'm  not  ready  to  die,  Jim,"  I  said  as  the 
darkness  came. 

Good  bye,  Timmy.... 


Were  I  a  Rich  Egyptian 

Dave  Putz 

Were  I  a  rich  Egyptian, 

When  the  Pharaohs  ruled  the  slaves, 

And  paid  an  artist  plenty, 

To  decorate  my  grave, 

Would  I  have  called  him  genius, 

And  praised  his  creative  range, 

Or  had  him  executed, 

For  painting  arms  so  strange? 
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Down  at  the  Stuff  That's  Inn 

Dave  Putz 


Down  at  the  Stuff  That's  Inn, 
Where  the  real  cool  people  play, 
You  can  get  a  piece  of  anything, 
But  you  might  not  want  to  stay. 

Down  at  the  Stuff  That's  Inn, 
The  lot  is  parked  with  dreams, 
Porsches,  Mercedes,  Corvettes, 
The  status  purrs  and  gleams. 

Inside  the  Stuff  That's  Inn, 
The  glitter  owns  your  eyes, 
The  talk  is  all  important, 
But  it  never  will  surprise. 

I've  lived  by  the  Stuff  That's  Inn, 
Watched  the  values  twist  and  bend, 
The  fancy  faces  come  and  go, 
In  a  line  that  never  ends. 


Locomotive 

Michael  Fletcher 

Great  black  beast  eating  fire 

Howling  as  it  rumbles  through  emptiness 

Tearing  distance  with  cold  steel 

All  powerful  yet  time  is  eating  away 

Screaming  loneliness  to  the  void 

A  lone  sentinel 

Rust  on  sleek  ebon 

Burning  away  time  while  suffering  for  its 

hunger. 


Down  at  the  Stuff  That's  Inn, 
Where  the  real  cool  people  play, 
You  can  get  a  piece  of  anything, 
But  you  might  not  want  to  stay. 


Jazz  Bar 

Chun-Sum  Choi 

Playing  Now  - 
In  a  JAZZ  bar 
downtown  Chicago 

"Bass  Guitar  Saxaphone  Trumpet  Drum  Piano 
Men  Women  Words  Brandy  Cigars  Pretzels" 

magically  composed 
masterpiece 


Free 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

minute  dragonfly, 

floundering  in  the  pool, 

iridescent  wings, 

slapping  soddenly, 

children  fearfull, 

balls  thrown, 

near  hit, 

reaching  in, 

saved, 

do  dry, 

and  fly  away, 

my  errant  friend. 
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Looking  Down 

Zach  Donaldson 

I  lay  atop  the  plateau  and  stared  at  the  canopy  above. 
The  cool  swath  of  space  was  scorchingly  bright,  yet  I  fastened 
my  eyes  upon  it.  I  was  searching  for  the  way  that  would  take  me 
of f  of  this  cage/pedestal . 

I  struggled  to  the  edge  of  the  plateau  and  stared  down 
at  the  world  surrounding  my  prison .  The  white  slopes  reached 
down  and  touched  the  floor  of  the  valley .  A  vast  expanse  of 
dense  brown  wood  stretched  away  into  the  distance,  the  hori- 
zon ending  in  sheer  cliff  faces  crawling  upwards  at  adizzying 
angle. 

I  rolled  over  onto  my  back  and  dug  my  head  into  the 
soft  surface  below  me,  feeling  a  slight  give.  I  thought  back,  as 
I  have  since  the  day  I  was  sent  here,  to  my  days  among  the 
people  of  my  village.  The  denizens  of  my  community  had  lived 
two  to  each  set  of  living  quarters .  The  tiny  hovels  were  of  stone 
and  metal.  Men  patrolled  the  borders  night  and  day;  they 
strolled  along  the  edge  of  the  stone  wall  surrounding  our 
village,  only  allowing  hunting  parties  to  set  forth  to  forage  for 
food. 

I  had  been  among  them,  an  accepted  peer,  yet  I  was 
unhappy .  The  diet  I  was  restricted  to  was  not  to  my  liking.  I 
needed  something  more  and  took  action.  One  evening  I  was  in 
the  courtyard,  slipping  and  creeping  through  the  milling  crowd 
as  I  waited  for  my  opportunity . 

I  loitered  near  the  mighty  gate  that  served  as  protec- 
tion. After  perhaps  an  hour,  a  carriage  bearing  rations  for  the 
citizens  made  its  way  through  the  grinding  door.  I  knew  that  the 
peasants  of  the  village  did  not  receive  the  best  food.  That  was 
reserved  for  the  administrators.  I  had  petitioned  them  for  better 
dinner  fare,  but  there  was  none  forthcoming ,  so  I  tried  to 
take  the  choice  goods  for  myself  by  force.  The  bearers  of 
the  food  took  exception  to  this,  and  a  great  melee  erupted 
between  me  and  the  food-bearers. 

Iadmitthatldidbecomequiteagitated-fightingoffthe 
food-bearers,  I  scaled  the  side  of  the  carriage  and  gained  the 
higher  ground.  Triumphant,  I  celebrated  by  dancing  and 
singing,  flapping  my  arms  and  frothing.  A  food-bearer  had 
followed  me,  though,  and  we  struggled.  He  succeeded  in 
pushing  me,  and  I  fell  from  my  perch .  I  can  remember  the  way 
that  the  ground  rushed  toward  me  and  hugged  me  close  when 
I  reached  it. 

I  was  accosted  yet  again,  but  this  time  I  was  easily 
subdued  due  to  my  injuries.  I  did,  however,  succeed  in  piling 
epithets  upon  those  who  beat  me.  I  was  banished  from  my  village 
and  sent  to  live  on  the  plateau  ,  where  I  have  resided  for 
the  last  fifteen  years. 

I  do  not  have  the  equipment  nor  the  expertise  to  climb 
down  from  this  great  height  and  so  have  remained  here.  Food 
and  water  are  presented  to  me  by  white-garbed  men  who  talk 


behind  their  hands  and  who  do  not  possess  souls.  I  know  that 
they  are  soulless  because  they  are  deaf  to  my  pleas  and  have 
no  life  in  their  eyes. 

I  bathe  here  at  the  hands  of  the  white-garbed.  Once 
I  attempted  to  overcome  my  bather,  thinking  to  force  him  to 
show  me  the  way  he  traveled  across  the  wood  so  quickly  and 
how  he  so  effortlessly  scaled  the  walls  of  my  prison.  He  subdued 
me  easily,  and  I  was  forced  to  lie  on  the  plateau  with  my  arms 
secured  for  several  days  before  they  freed  me. 

I  long  to  place  my  feet  on  the  earth  once  more  to  feel 
something  beneath  my  feet  beside  the  springy  surface  of  the 
plateau. 

I  have  found  that  the  sun  above  is  unwaveringly  bright 
and  does  not  move.  It  merely  hangs  there  like  a  bloated  firefly, 
extinguishing  itself  abmptly  at  the  same  time  every  evening.  It 
never  rains  or  sleets  or  snows.  It  seems  that  I  have  been  taken 
faraway  from  my  village,  for  it  took  hours  to  arrive  at  the  valley 
by  carriage. 

I  remember  nothing  of  my  j  oumey  into  the  valley  -  not 
the  long  reach  of  the  wood  below  or  the  ascent  to  the  steep 
slopes.  I  seem  to  have  suddenly  awakened  on  my  perch,  my  last 
memory  the  trek  through  the  dank,  lightless  caverns. 

I  do  have  an  inkling,  though,  as  to  my  reason  for  being 
here  after  overhearing  a  conversation  that  two  of  the  white- 
garbed  were  having .  They  say  that  I  will  remain  here  until  I  die 
forthey  see  no  hope  in  my  making  any  sort  of  recovery.  They 
believe  that  I  suffer  from  some  sort  of  brain  fever  that  has  lasted 
for  years  and  that  will  continue  until  the  day  that  I  ascend  to  the 
heavens  to  be judged. 

They  snicker  and  say  that  bed  is  my  prison,  but  I  know 
that  one  day  I  will  walk  along  the  woods  again  and  will  eat  the 
best  food  and  drink  the  best  wine.  I  will  gorge  my  self  and  then 
devour  more.  I  now  only  need  to  overcome  the  treacherous 
slope,  and  I  will  have  conquered  my  fears.  The  life  I  once  had 
in  the  village  will  continue  as  it  had  before.  All  I  need  is  an 
opportunity.  I  will  come  down. 


Gods 

Judy  Bond 

We  back  away 

and  into  dreams  retreat, 

each  to  a  separate  place 

of  serene  isolation, 

there  to  lie  back 

in  flower  cushions 

and  create  the  day  anew. 
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Our  Father  Too 

Nicole  Burnside 

Rosalie  Connor  looked  in  the  mirror  as  she 
dabbed  daintily  at  the  lipstick  she  had  just  applied, 
assuring  herself  that  the  color  wasn't  too  bold  to 
wear  to  church  on  a  Sunday  morning. 

"Hmm.  Primrose  Pink,"  she  thought.  "Noth- 
ing like  that  fire-engine  red  that  Ms.  Carlyle,  the 
harlot  next  door,  cakes  on  her  lips  every  day.  Paints 
herself  up  like  a  Jezebel  before  gallavantin'  all  over 
town  and  leavin'  her  children  with  some  little 
teeny-bopper.  A  worldly,  promiscuous  teenager 
like  Susan  can  hardly  provide  the  kind  of  guidance 
that  two  young  children  should  have." 

Rosalie  Connor  was  a  short  round  woman 
with  shoulder  length  brunette  hair,  curly  because 
she  had  it  permed  every  six  months  -  always  on  a 
Saturday  at  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  She  had  a 
fair  complexion  with  a  lightly  freckled  nose  and 
bright  red  cheeks  that  made  her  look  flushed  or  as 
though  she  were  wearing  an  excessive  amount  of 
rouge.  Her  muu-muu  style  dresses  did  nothing  to 
flatter  her  chubby  physique.  The  simple  baggy 
dresses  gave  Rosalie  all  the  beauty  and  luster  of  a 
sack  of  potatoes  when  a  simple  accessory  like  a  belt 
would  have  given  the  illusion  that  she  had  a  waist- 
line. 

Rosalie  remembered  offering  her  services 
as  a  sitter  free  of  charge  if  Ms.  Carlyle  would  just 
allow  her  to  take  the  children  to  Bible  Class  once  or 
twice  a  week. 

"Hmph,"  Rosalie  muttered, "  but  the  Jezebel 
would  rather  have  her  children  brought  up  like  a 
couple  of  heathrin'  with  no  real  supervision  except 
that  of  a  problem  teenager  who  listens  to  that  devil- 
music.  She  even  invites  her  long-haired  boyfriends 
over  while  she's  supposed  to  be  watching  the  chil- 
dren. If  that  weren't  bad  enough,  I  tried  to  do  my 
part  and  inform  Ms.  Carlyle  what  that  girl  was 
doing  -  and  with  children  in  the  house  to  boot.  I 
reminded  her  that  a  child  left  to  itself  disgraces  its 
mother.  All  she  had  to  say  was  'I  gave  Susan 
permission  to  have  friends  over  while  she  is  sit- 
ting."' 

"What  a  blatant  hussy  that  woman  is!  She 
may  be  a  lost  cause,  but  as  long  as  I  make  an  attempt 
to  lead  her  to  Jesus,  I  won't  be  held  accountable  if 


she  winds  up  being  cast  into  the  lake  of  fire.  It's 
certainly  difficult  to  reach  adults.  Ahhh  -  to  have  a 
child-like  faith.  There's  still  hope  for  the  poor 
children." 

Rosalie's  own  words  brought  a  familiar  tune 
to  mind.  "Jesus  loves  the  little  children,  all  the 
children  of  the  world.  Red  and  yellow,  black  and 
white,  they  are  precious  in  His  sight.  Jesus  loves  the 
little  children  of  the  world,"she  sang  aloud. 

She  reflected  on  the  Sunday  school  lesson 
she  had  prepared  for  her  class  of  pre-teen  girls.  She 
would  be  sure  to  point  out  Bathsheba's  role  in 
David's  fall.  If  she  had  not  been  bathing  in  front  of 
an  open  window,  then  David  would  not  have  seen 
her  nakedness  and  lusted  after  her. 

One  of  the  Bible  verses  that  Rosalie  read  the 
night  before  resounded  clearly  in  her  mind.  "And  it 
came  to  pass  in  an  eveningtide  that  David  arose 
from  off  his  bed  and  walked  upon  the  roof  of  the 
king's  house,  and  from  the  roof  he  saw  a  woman 
washing  herself;  and  the  woman  was  very  beautiful 
to  look  upon." 

"It  was  after  that,"  she  thought,  "that  David 
committed  adultery  and  finally  murder." 

Rosalie  stepped  back  and  took  a  final  look 
in  the  mirror  to  assure  herself  that  everything  was 
properly  covered  and  her  appearance  was  respect- 
able and  godly. 

"I  need  to  lose  a  few  pounds,"  she  thought  to 
herself.  However,  she  reassured  herself  with  the 
knowledge  that  she  was  not  a  vain  woman,  and  only 
conceited  women  are  overly  concerned  with  their 
physical  appearances. 

Rosalie  glanced  at  the  clock.  It  was  8:30. 
"Oh  my,"  she  thought,  "I'll  have  to  hurry  if  I'm 
going  to  make  it  to  church  on  time  to  prepare  for  my 
lesson  and  talk  to  Reverend  Master  about  Rita,  the 
piano  player.  For  Pete's  sake,  the  dresses  that  woman 
wears  are  so  low  cut  that  you  can  see  her  cleavage, 
and  she's  right  up  there  in  front  of  the  whole 
congregation.  She's  definitely  not  a  very  good  ex- 
ample for  my  girls."  She  slipped  on  a  light  jacket 
and  walked  out  the  door. 

In  the  car  on  the  way  to  church  she  turned  on 
the  radio  and  began  to  slowly  roll  the  tuning  knob 
between  her  fingers,  gliding  swiftly  past  the  ser- 
pentine voices  of  charismatic  disk  jockeys  and 
carefully  avoiding  the  seductive,  hard  driven  base 
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beat  of  rock  music.  Finally  she  came  upon  a  radio 
station  with  a  format  devoted  entirely  to  world 
news  and  political  debate. 

"  .  .  .and  I  don't  care  if  a  woman  walks  into 
a  bar  wearing  a  string  bikini!  No  means  NO,  and  no 
woman  deserves  to  be  raped." 

As  the  angry  woman  continued  Rosalie 
blurted  aloud  as  if  talking  to  the  voice  on  the  radio, 
"How  absurd!  A  woman  should  never  be  caught 
dead  in  a  bar,  much  less  a  string  bikini!" 

The  woman  ended  her  piece  expressing  her 
shock  and  disbelief  at  the  judge's  decision  and  the 
deejay  conceded,  thanking  the  woman  for  her  call 
and  then  continued. 

-For  those  of  you  just  tuning  in,  we  are 
discussing  the  case  presided  over  by  Judge  D.  Fausten 
in  which  a  guilty  verdict  was  overturned.  Accord- 
ing to  the  honorable  Judge  Fausten,  because  of  how 
the  alleged  victim,  Mary  Christano,  was  dressed, 
and  because  of  (and  I  quote)  "her  loose  behavior  . . 
."  and  accused  rapist  was  set  free.- 

The  deejay  then  proceeded  to  play  a  brief 
recording  of  a  post-trial  interview  which  consisted 
of  nothing  more  than  a  sobbing  Mary  Christano 
shunning  reporters  with  mournful  cries  of  "how  do 
you  think  I  feel?"  and  "no  comment"  in  response  to 
the  barrage  of  questions  being  fired  at  her. 

Rosalie  imagined  that  television  footage  of 
the  same  interview  would  find  the  woman  trying  to 
hide  her  face  from  the  camera's  intrusive  eye.  "You 
should  cover  your  face.  If  you  had  made  a  habit  of 
keeping  that  flesh  covered,  you  wouldn't  be  in  the 
predicament  you're  in  right  now,"  she  thought. 
"The  wages  of  sin  ..."  she  said  aloud. 

Rosalie  turned  her  thoughts  to  the  radio  in 
time  to  catch  the  end  of  a  short  speech  by  the 
prosecuting  attorney  who  spoke  of  "a  great  miscar- 
riage of  justice"  and  "a  disgrace  to  the  American 
court  system." 

"Amen!"  shouted  Rosalie,  pounding  on  the 
steering  wheel.  "Finally,  a  true  minister  of  the  law 
-  someone  with  the  guts  to  take  a  stand  on  the  side  of 
morality  and  virtue!"  Rosalie  had  been  keeping  a 
vigilant  eye  on  this  particular  trial,  praying  for  God 
to  guide  His  servant,  Judge  Fausten  in  presiding 
over  this  very  critical  case.  Yet  never  in  her  wildest 
dreams  did  she  imagine  that  the  worldly  court 
system  would  come  through. 


Soon  Rosalie  saw  the  familiar  sign  as  she 
neared  the  church.  It  read  "Our  Father  Baptist 
Church"  and  in  smaller  print  "Independent  Funda- 
mental Teachings."  As  she  pulled  into  the  church 
parking  lot,  she  noticed  her  close  friend,  Linda 
Parker,  pulling  in  closely  behind  her.  Rosalie  parked 
and  as  she  slowly  worked  her  way  out  of  the  car,  a 
slender  and  energetic  Linda  already  stood  just  a  few 
feet  away  waiting  for  her. 

"Oh,  do  I  have  some  good  news  for  you!" 
Linda  breathed  as  Rosalie  approached  her.  Remem- 
ber what  you  were  going  to  talk  to  Pastor  Master 
about?" 

"You  mean  Rita?"  Rosalie  responded. 

"Yes,"  said  Linda.  "You  don't  have  to  talk  to 
the  pastor  about  her  because  he  already  spoke  to  her. " 

"Really?"  said  Rosalie.  "How  did  you  find 
that  out?" 

"Mrs.  Reverend  Master  told  me,"  said  Linda 
smiling.  "Not  only  did  the  pastor  ask  her  to  pin  her 
blouse,  but  he  also  got  wind  that  Rita  was  carrying 
on  with  that  nineteen  year  old  boy  who  just  gradu- 
ated from  the  Young  Adult  Class." 

"No!"  said  Rosalie.  "She's  older  than  his 
mother!" 

"Yes!"  Linda  confirmed.  "So  not  only  did 
the  pastor  tell  her  to  pin  her  blouse  but  also  that  she 
should  stop  associating  with  the  boy  if  she  wanted 
to  continue  playing  the  piano  in  front  of  the  congre- 
gation during  services." 

"My  goodness!  So  what  happened?"  ques- 
tioned Rosalie. 

"Well,"  Linda  continued,  "not  only  did  she 
decide  to  quit  playing  piano,  but  she  left  the  church 
for  good." 

"My,  that's  sad,  but  it's  best  that  Rita  leave 
the  church  if  she  doesn't  agree  with  its  teachings." 

"True,  but  Mrs.  Master  is  a  little  upset 
about  it  since  Rita  was  a  music  teacher  and  all.  Now 
that  Rita's  gone,  Mrs.  Master  is  going  to  have  to 
play  during  services." 

"I  guess  we'll  all  have  to  sing  a  pace  or  two 
slower  for  a  while,"  joked  Rosalie. 

Linda  giggled,  nodding  in  agreement. 

"Well,  I  guess  I  had  better  go  prepare  my 
lesson,"  said  Rosalie,  looking  at  her  watch. 

Linda,  who  worked  in  the  nursery,  decided 
she  too  should  get  moving  so  she  could  have  a  cup 
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or  two  of  coffee  before  the  young  mothers  started 
arriving  with  their  bundles  of  joy. 

In  her  class  room,  Rosalie  carefully  planned 
her  lesson.  When  all  of  the  young  girls  finally 
arrived,  she  began  the  story  of  David  and  Bathsheba. 
When  the  story  ended,  she  began  to  advise  the  girls 
on  "how  a  proper  young  lady  should  dress.  Not  in 
crop  tops  or  tank  tops.  A  respectable  young  woman 
always  wears  sleeved  tops  -  long  or  short,  but 
always  sleeved."  Rosalie  ended  her  lecture  by  tell- 
ing the  girls  that  the  length  of  their  skirts  should  be 
at  least  two  inches  below  the  knee. 

The  girls  were  squirming  in  their  seats, 
some  nervously  tugging  on  the  hems  of  their  skirts 
as  if  doing  so  would  add  length  to  them  and  cover 
the  adolescent  flesh  of  which  they  were  becoming 
increasingly  ashamed.  Rosalie  noticed  the  girls' 
fidgeting  and  smiled  with  satisfaction.  "They're 
under  conviction,"  she  thought  to  herself.  "Jesus  is 
speaking  to  them." 


Heartlessness 

T.L.Chapin 

heartlessness  is  something  one  cannot  control,  it 

dominates  everyone's  life 

"get  out  of  the  way!" 

"what  in  the  —  are  you  doing?" 

Think  What  You  Say- 
What  Your  Children  Hear. 

it's  no  wonder  they  turn  out  just  like  us~ 
heartless 


Green 

David  Putz 

It  was  early  March  when  I  saw  him  coming 
up  the  street  in  a  battered  old  truck  labeled  on  the 
side  "Lawns."  I  figured  him  for  another  one  of  the 
lawn  care  salesmen  who  infested  our  subdivision  in 
spring,  and  I  wondered  how  long  it  would  take  me 
to  get  rid  of  him.  He  got  to  my  place  about  4:30. 1 
heard  the  rumble  of  his  mufflerless  pickup,  then  a 
couple  rattles  as  it  stopped  out  front.  The  bell  rang, 
and  I  went  to  the  door,  determined  to  buy  nothing. 

"Hello,"  he  said  as  I  opened  the  door.  "May 
I  be  allowed  one  minute  of  your  time  to  introduce 
a  product  of  great  interest  to  you?" 

That  was  polite  enough,  so  I  told  him  he  had 
his  minute. 

"I  am  selling  grass  seed.  It  is  a  seed  like  none 
you've  ever  seen,  and  I  guarantee  your  lawn  will  be 
greener  and  lusher  than  you've  ever  imagined  pos- 
sible. I  will,  in  fact,  pay  you  fifty  dollars  if  it  is  not. 
All  you  need  to  buy  from  me  is  one  bag  for  $12.50." 

I  waited  for  the  catch  as  he  continued. 

"Look  at  these  pictures  of  my  customers," 
he  said  as  he  went  on.  He  opened  a  binder  and 
displayed  several  pages  of  "before  and  after"  pho- 
tos. "Each  of  these  homeowners  had  a  problem 
lawn,  and  look  what  my  seeds  did  to  help!" 

I  had  to  admit  that  the  "after"  pictures  looked 
like  the  lawns  had  been  done  with  a  green  paint- 
brush, but  then  again  maybe  that's  exactly  what 
happened.  Still,  I  was  interested  enough  to  keep 
listening. 

"There  is  no  obligation  on  your  part  other 
than  to  spread  the  seed  and  wait  for  your  wonderful 
lawn  to  sprout.  You  do  not  have  to  water,  weed,  or 
fertilize.  I  will  give  you  a  check  dated  July  1  for 
fifty  dollars.  I  will  be  back  in  the  neighborhood  on 
that  date.  If  you  are  not  delighted  with  the  greenness 
and  fullness  of  your  lawn,  you  may  cash  it  then; 
otherwise,  you  may  return  it  to  me.  I  will  not  be 
selling  you  any  fertilizers,  treatments,  or  lawn  care. 
You  do  not  even  have  to  turn  your  sprinkler  on;  this 
grass  will  thrive  on  whatever  rain  might  fall.  Do  we 
have  a  deal?" 

I  was  taken  aback  by  this  strange  little  man. 
Surely  he  wasn't  serious,  but  in  my  mind  I  saw  last 
summer's  lawn,  brown  and  scraggly  next  to  my 
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neighbor's  well-watered  greenery.  I  thought  about  it 
and  figured  out  what  I  thought  was  the  loophole.  I 
told  him  that  post-dated  checks  from  a  stranger  didn't 
sound  like  much  of  a  guarantee  to  me. 

"Of  course  not!"  he  answered.  "I  couldn't 
expect  you  to  trust  me  on  sight.  That's  why  it  will  be 
a  cashier's  check  drawn  on  the  First  Main  Bank  right 
here  in  town." 

Now  I  was  puzzled.  He  was  offering  to  pay 
me  four  times  what  I  paid  him  just  to  use  his  seed. 
Even  if  it  didn't  work,  I  was  only  out  the  $  12.50  until 
July.  And  if  it  did  work  ...  I  saw  myself  sitting  on 
a  lounge  chair  in  the  middle  of  a  beautiful  green 
lawn  watching  Jenkins  and  Martin  on  their  hands 
and  knees  pulling  weeds.  Maybe  it  was  time  for 
someone  to  envy  my  lawn  for  a  change.  I  decided 
that  it  was  worth  the  small  amount  of  money  and 
told  him  so. 

"I  am  so  glad  you  feel  that  way!"  he  ex- 
claimed. "I  promise  you  will  be  amazed  by  the 
performance  of  this  wonderful  seed!" 

I  gave  him  his  money,  and  he  gave  me  a  bag 
with  about  a  pound  of  odd-looking  seed.  I  was  sure 
that  wouldn't  cover  my  lawn,  and  I  told  him  so.  He 
smiled  as  he  handed  me  the  cashier's  check. 

"Just  spread  it  out  evenly.  I  think  you  will 
find  it  is  a  great  plenty.  Remember,  this  is  no 
ordinary  grass  seed!  You  can  put  it  out  any  time 
now,  and  I  will  be  back  for  my  check  in  July." 

He  left,  and  I  stood  for  a  while  with  the  bag 
in  one  hand  and  the  check  in  the  other,  contemplat- 
ing how  my  sales  resistance  had  melted  at  the  vision 
of  abundant  green  grass.  It  had  started  to  get  dark,  so 
I  closed  the  door  and  calculated  how  long  on  Satur- 
day it  would  take  me  to  spread  the  seed.  I  decided  to 
put  it  in  the  spreader  so  it  would  look  like  I  was 
doing  normal  lawn  work.  I  was  really  going  to 
surprise  the  neighbors  this  year. 

Saturday  was  cool  but  sunny.  I  was  hoping 
that  at  least  one  of  the  neighbors  would  be  out  to 
witness  my  "yard  work",  so  when  I  pushed  the 
spreader  out  of  the  garage  I  was  glad  to  see  Martin 
spreading  the  usual  fertilizer  and  other  chemicals 
on  his  lawn.  I  waved  cheerily,  and  surprisingly  he 
waved  back.  I  couldn't  help  wondering  how  cheery 
the  greeting  would  be  when  mine  was  the  greenest 
grass  in  the  subdivision.  I  was  really  counting  on 
this  new  seed  to  come  through;  I  even  had  fantasies 


of  winning  the  "Best  Lawn"  award  at  the  annual 
block  party.  Of  course,  there  wasn't  any  such  award, 
but  I  rehearsed  my  acceptance  speech  in  my  head 
anyway  as  I  walked  along  behind  the  spreader.  I  was 
done  quickly,  and  I  hoped  I  detected  a  trace  of  scorn 
on  Martin's  face  as  I  trundled  back  to  the  garage. 
Soon,  I  thought,  soon  it  will  be  my  turn  to  sneer. 

It  was  soon  -  sooner  than  I  had  expected  - 
when  the  grass  started  to  sprout.  We  had  the  normal 
amount  of  rain  for  March,  which  meant  that  it  was 
cloudy  and  drizzling  most  of  the  time,  but  I  was  still 
surprised  when  I  saw  flashes  of  green  a  week  after 
St.  Patrick's  Day.  I  kept  an  eye  on  it  the  next  week 
or  two  and  was  delighted  to  see  green  -  beautiful 
green  -  all  over  the  lawn.  The  rain  seemed  to  have 
helped  everyone's  grass,  though,  as  yards  through- 
out the  subdivision  were  sprouting  even  earlier 
than  the  tulips  and  crocuses.  Maybe  it  was  too  soon 
to  rejoice,  but  I  had  a  real  good  feeling  about  this 
summer.  I  might  even  volunteer  to  hold  the  block 
party  at  my  place. 

I  was  out  washing  the  car  on  a  rare  sunny 
weekend  when  Jenkins,  being  who  he  is,  had  to 
come  over  and  take  a  look. 

"Nice  lawn  this  year,"  he  commented. 

I  tried  hard  to  hide  the  pride  and  remarked 
that  his  place  was  looking  quite  green  as  well.  He 
got  a  funny  little  look  on  his  face,  quickly  agreed 
that  it  was  a  good  spring  for  the  grass,  and  found  an 
excuse  to  go  back  to  his  place. 

Maybe  that  should  have  tipped  me  off  or 
maybe  the  elevated  level  of  hand-waving  and  smiles 
could  have  done  it,  but  it  took  until  the  middle  of 
April  before  I  realized  what  had  happened.  The 
whole  subdivision  was  as  green  as  St.-  Patrick's 
derby  with  lawns  that  looked  like  cover  photos  for 
House  Beautiful.  Lawns  that  reminded  me  of  cer- 
tain "after"  photos  I  had  seen  not  long  ago.  So  I  went 
over  to  Martin's,  Jenkins',  and  a  few  others.  All  of 
them  had  been  visited  by  the  same  little  man,  and  all 
of  them  had  realized  that  the  deal  was  too  good  to 
pass  up.  So  here  we  were,  a  neighborhood  of  iden- 
tically beautiful  lawns,  and  no  bragging  rights  to  be 
had.  Talk  about  a  letdown! 

So,  the  first  weekend  in  May  when  the  air 
was  starting  to  tease  summertime,  the  annual  ritual 
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of  the  lawnmowers  began.  The  new  grass  had  come 
up  as  green  and  luscious  as  we  had  been  promised, 
and  now  it  was  time  to  cut  before  it  got  too  long.  I 
heard  the  chorus  of  one-cylinder  motors  starting 
with  the  heavier  tones  of  a  couple  of  lawn  tractors 
chiming  in.  I  fired  up  my  trusty  Sears  and  Roebuck 
and  headed  out  to  join  the  ceremony. 

I  got  around  the  outside  once  when  I  noticed 
that  the  mower  wasn't  working  too  well.  The  grass 
seemed  to  be  getting  bent  instead  of  cut,  and  the 
engine  sounded  rough.  I  took  the  mower  back  into 
the  garage  and  discovered  that  I  had  let  my  blade  get 
extremely  dull.  I  wasn't  too  surprised,  since  taking 
care  of  equipment  excites  me  about  as  much  as  a 
Happy  Days  rerun,  so  I  rummaged  around  for  a  file 
and  started  putting  the  edge  back  on  the  blade.  It 
took  a  while,  and  the  decibel  level  from  the  neigh- 
bors' mowing  had  subsided  quite  a  bit  by  the  time 
I  got  back  out.  I  started  in  again  but  barely  com- 
pleted another  lap  before  I  started  having  problems 
again.  I  tipped  the  Sears  on  its  side  and  found  that 
my  newly  sharpened  blade  looked  more  like  a  dull 
butter  knife.  I  looked  up  and  saw  that  other  lawns 
were  barely  begun  as  well.  Jenkins  was  standing  by 
his  riding  mower  looking  disgusted,  so  I  wandered 
over  and  asked  him  what  was  going  on. 

"It's  this  stupid  grass!"  he  exclaimed.  "I 
hardly  get  going,  and  it  takes  the  edge  right  off  the 
cutter!" 

I  told  him  what  had  happened  to  me,  and  he 
handed  me  a  pair  of  scissors  from  his  pocket  and  told 
me  to  try  them  on  the  grass.  I  did,  and  it  was  like 
cutting  thin  sheet  metal.  I  had  to  squeeze  hard  just  to 
snip  off  one  blade.  I  asked  if  he  had  any  ideas  about 
what  to  do  next. 

"No,  I  don't,"  he  admitted.  "Let's  check 
around  and  see  if  anyone  has  had  better  luck." 

The  sound  of  blades  being  sharpened  had 
replaced  the  more  familiar  roar  of  the  mowers  as 
we  made  our  way  around  the  neighborhood.  The 
story  was  the  same  everywhere;  one  or  two  passes 
and  the  mower's  blade  was  ruined.  The  sun  was 
going  down,  highlighting  the  ragged  mess  of  all  the 
lawns  as  I  got  back  home.  Some  beautiful  lawn,  I 
thought  as  I  pushed  my  former  lawnmower  back 
into  the  garage. 

The  next  morning  was  stranger  still.  I  got  up 
expecting  to  see  the  partially  cut  result  of  yesterday's 


fiasco,  but  all  my  grass  was  the  same  height.  It  was 
green  and  lush  and  just  starting  to  be  long  enough  to 
bend  in  the  breeze.  I  went  out  to  look  at  where  I  had 
cut  the  day  before  and  found  only  a  few  tiny,  black 
fragments  that  crumbled  quickly  when  I  touched 
them.  I  stood  there  in  that  beautiful  green,  lush  lawn 
and  wondered  what  in  the  world  was  going  on. 

Two  doors  down  I  heard  the  rumble  of  a  gas 
engine  and  went  down  to  see  who  was  being  stub- 
born enough  to  try  cutting  again.  It  was  Miller  who 
had  resharpened  his  mower  three  times  before 
quitting  the  day  before.  He  wasn't  mowing  today, 
though;  he  had  his  Roto-tiller  out  and  was  digging 
up  the  whole  lawn.  It  was  obvious  that  he  had  had 
enough  of  this  strange  grass.  Even  the  tiller  had 
trouble  cutting  through,  but  bit  by  bit  the  sod  was 
turned  over  and  the  brown  of  the  soil  replaced  the 
green  of  the  grass.  I  watched  for  a  while  but  lost 
interest  and  wandered  back  to  my  place.  I  wasn't 
ready  to  take  such  a  drastic  measure,  but  I  didn't 
have  any  better  ideas  on  how  to  deal  with  the 
situation. 

I  was  driving  to  work  the  next  morning 
when  I  passed  Miller's  yard.  I  stopped  the  car  and 
gaped  at  the  sight.  All  the  clods  his  tilling  had 
produced  were  still  there,  but  they  were  covered 
now  with  bright  green  grass  about  two  inches  high. 
It  looked  like  all  he  had  managed  to  do  was  trans- 
form his  flat,  uncuttable  lawn  into  a  bumpy  one.  It 
was  starting  to  look  like  a  long  summer. 

Throughout  June  others  tried  various  tech- 
niques to  get  rid  of  the  stuff.  Jenkins  even  sprayed 
commercial  herbicide  over  his  lawn.  He  managed 
to  kill  off  all  his  roses  and  one  tree,  but  the  grass 
kept  growing.  It  reached  about  two  feet  high  and 
seemed  to  stop,  waving  in  the  wind  and  defying 
anyone  to  alter  it.  One  of  the  folks  behind  Martin's 
tried  to  dig  a  tomato  garden,  spending  all  day  just  to 
clear  a  four  by  eight  foot  patch  and  then  the  next 
morning  found  it  covered  again.  Most  of  us  gave  up 
after  that,  but  there  was  a  definite  lack  of  friendli- 
ness. No  one  waved  at  each  other,  and  the  moms  got 
used  to  driving  their  small  children  to  the  park  to 
avoid  losing  them  in  the  thigh-high  pastures  that 
our  lawns  had  turned  into. 

That  was  pretty  much  the  way  it  was  on  the 
first  of  July.  The  strange  little  man  came  back  just 
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as  he  promised.  He  went  door  to  door,  and  at  each 
house  exactly  two  transactions  took  place.  First,  he 
asked  for  his  cashier's  check  back.  To  anyone  who 
protested  he  pointed  out  that  his  grass  had  done 
exactly  what  he  had  said  it  would,  and  no  one  could 
deny  the  evidence  of  lush  greenery  in  their  front 
yards.  Then  he  sold  each  one  of  us  a  revolutionary 
new  mower  blade  for  $250  apiece  that  would  cut 
any  grass  and  never  need  sharpening.  Guaranteed. 


Ignorance 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

Lift  me  up  to  sunshine  skies, 

and  lay  me  down  to  moonlit  groves. 

Explain  a  bold  gregarious  laugh, 

and  the  subtleties  of  mirth. 

I  need  to  know,  I  have  to  know, 

to  understand  it  all. 

If  you  give  me  nothing  more, 

give  me  room  to  grow. 


Dream  Running 

Michael  Fletcher 

Moths  attracted  to  my  flame  of  mind, 
Whisper  softly  with  their  wings  to  the  dark. 

Sliding  down  unconscious  ribbons, 

shock  sensibilities  and  wake  up  to  the  light. 

Wrapped  in  cocoons  of  twisting  sheet 
and  stuffed  up  pillows. 

Sweet  spectrums  of  emptiness  fill  my  eyes 
I  drink  of  illusion's  breath. 

Short  as  time  it  passes  away. 

Hisses  away  till  the  anger  of  screeching  morning. 

Lost  like  a  snowflake  in  a  summer  wind. 


I  awake. 


Fertile  Minds 

Dojna  Corzine 

slow  my  collision 

in  darkness  i  wait  again 

failing  obsession  in  color  and  rhyme 

the  hold  that  you  fell 

that  opened  my  shell 

read  too  much  staying  in  time 


Delay 

Dojna  Corzine 

try  me  again  when  the  growing  is  over 
when  morning's  unseen  and  the  sunlight  is  slower 
right  now  i'm  tied  up  by  the  words  in  my  head 
entranced  by  the  clouds  that  are  calling  instead 
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The  Inn,  the  Armor,  and  the 
Kleptomaniac 

Tracy  Panepinto 

The  afternoon  sun  casts  long  shadows  across 
the  flagstone  walk.  Detached,  preoccupied,  I'm 
walking  like  in  a  dream.  I  hear  my  high  heels  click 
on  the  flagstone,  but  I'm  unaware  of  the  effort 
involved  in  taking  those  steps.  I'm  still  in  my 
business  suit,  having  hastily  left  work  to  come 
down  here  for  the  holiday  weekend.  There  was  no 
need  to  stop  home  and  go  through  a  lengthy  going- 
away  check  list.  The  planning  of  this  trip  has 
occupied  my  mind  for  so  long  that  everything  now 
seems  to  be  happening  automatically. 

I  catch  myself  hurrying  toward  the  doors.  I 
slow  my  pace  and  my  breathing  as  well  -  a  conscious 
effort  to  hold  back  my  excitement.  To  any  observ- 
ers I'm  simply  a  fifty-something  woman  traveling 
alone.  I'm  well-dressed,  well-educated,  and  I  make 
a  good  first  impression.  My  image  is  carefully 
constructed.  I'm  good  at  avoiding  suspicion  but 
most  importantly,  I  was  born  with  an  honest  face.  I 
have  never  hesitated  to  use  that  to  my  advantage. 

The  inn  is  small,  quaint,  and  old  -  a  three- 
story  limestone  affair  topped  with  a  moss-sprout- 
ing shake  roof.  The  ancient  green  copper  gutters 
have  swallows'  nest  wedged  underneath  them.  Com- 
pletely charming.  No  bell  boys  here.  Just  a  quiet 
escape  nestled  in  a  parklike  setting.  Even  as  dis- 
tracted as  I  am  by  the  excitement  of  the  moment,  I 
am  able  to  appreciate  the  authenticity  of  this  place. 
It's  been  four  years  since  I  happened  on  this  little  inn. 
At  the  time  I  was  on  my  way  back  from  Florida.  I 
was  tired  and  got  off  the  highway  just  to  find  a  place 
to  sleep.  If  I  had  only  remained  longer  when  I  came 
through  the  first  time,  I  wouldn't  be  back  here  now. 
But  I  stayed  too  long  in  Florida  and  stopped  just  for 
one  night.  I  had  to  get  back  to  my  job  in  Chicago. 
But  there  is  something  here  that  I  have  been  unable 
to  get  out  of  my  mind.  Unfinished  business. 

Kind  of. 

As  I  approach  the  entrance,  doubt  closes  in 
on  me.  All  I  have  to  do  is  step  through  those  doors. 
That  walnut  barrier  with  the  worn  brass  kickplate 
is  all  that  keeps  me  from  knowing  if  my  trip  down 
here  will  be  for  nothing  or  if  it  will  be  all  that  I  have 
dreamed  about  for  the  last  four  years.  I  stop  and  put 


down  my  suitcase.  Emotionally  I'm  torn.  I  toy  with 
the  idea  of  turning  around,  going  back  to  my  car  and 
back  to  Chicago.  If  I  never  go  inside,  I  can't  be 
disappointed.  If  I  don't  go  in,  my  fantasy  will 
always  remain  intact,  separate  from  whatever  real- 
ity may  await  inside.  It's  that  important  to  me.  But 
I  know  I'll  go  inside.  After  four  years  I  can't  turn 
around  and  leave.  I  close  my  eyes  for  a  moment  and 
take  a  long  deep  breath,  barely  aware  of  the  fresh 
country  air.  I  pick  up  my  bag  and  push  through  the 
doors.  For  a  moment  I  can  only  stare  straight  ahead. 

This  much  is  unchanged.  Worn  antique  fur- 
niture and  local  art  work  still  decorate  the  lobby. 
Tapestries  depicting  fox  hunts  and  castles  adorn  the 
walls.  I  hesitate,  savoring  the  giddiness  of  the  mo- 
ment. The  thrill  of  anticipation  races  unchecked 
throughout  my  body.  My  senses  have  become  su- 
per-alert -  hot  wired.  At  this  moment  nothing  can 
escape  my  notice.  I  am,  at  the  same  time,  keenly 
aware  of  the  crushing  disappointment  that  could 
follow  my  fateful  glance  toward  the  front  desk. 
Years  of  anticipation  could  be  nullified  in  a  frac- 
tion of  a  second  with  that  turn  of  my  head. 

Finally  I  look,  and  of  course  it's  there. 
Somehow,  deep  in  my  soul  I  knew  it  had  to  be.  For 
four  years  it  had  occupied  my  dreams.  My  idle 
hours  have  been  spent  dwelling  on  its  exquisite 
form  and  detail.  For  hours  on  end  I  have  planned 
how  I  would  eventually  return  to  this  little  town  to 
take  possession  of  it.  It.  The  thing  that  so  long  ago 
took  possession  of  my  will. 

A  shield.  A  knight's  shield.  The  kind  that 
protected  its  bearer  from  harm  during  dark  and 
dangerous  battles.  The  metal  is  unusual  and  dark, 
lacking  any  reflective  quality,  but  its  sullenness  is 
relieved  by  the  skillfully  etched  rose  and  vine 
design  twining  around  its  center.  The  petals  of  the 
rose  are  textured,  suggesting  that  at  one  time  long 
ago  they  may  have  held  color.  I  imagine  a  vibrant 
red.  The  shield  is  held  on  the  gauntlet  of  a  suit  of 
armor.  Compared  to  the  shield,  the  armor  is  some- 
how disappointing.  Shiny  and  tinny.  Still,  the  duo 
makes  an  impression,  especially  here.  There  is 
something  more  than  slightly  medieval  about  the 
limestone  walls  and  huge  wooden  beams  that  span 
the  ceiling  of  the  inn.  I  am  not  surprised  that  visitors 
passing  the  front  desk  are  captivated  by  the  lobby 
knight,  pausing  to  admire  today  as  they  did  four 
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years  ago  and  no  doubt  centuries  ago.  A  temporary 
relief  floods  my  body,  and  I  go  check  in. 

"Harriet  Cooper.  I  have  a  reservation."  Coo- 
per is  my  last  name  of  choice.  Three  ex-husbands 
provided  my  options  in  the  matter. 

"Of  course,  Ms.  Cooper.  We  have  you  in 
room  214.  It's  just  to  the  right  once  you  get  off  the 
elevator." 

In  my  room  I  drop  my  bag  at  the  door  and  lie 
down  across  the  bed.  I  stare  at  the  ceiling  for  a  while 
before  closing  my  eyes.  I  allow  myself  a  few  min- 
utes to  enjoy  the  relief  of  finding  that  the  shield  is 
still  here.  The  bubbly  excitement  fading,  I  reflect 
on  how  things  have  gotten  to  this  point. 

I  take  things.  Steal  them.  I  long  ago  gave  up 
trying  to  stop  myself  and,  I  suppose,  it  was  just  as 
long  ago  that  I  stopped  feeling  guilty  about  it.  It's  an 
urge  that  I  have  no  control  over.  I  am  not  random  in 
my  stealing,  though.  Over  the  past  fifty-six  years  I 
have  gotten  rather  picky.  Like  anyone  else  with  an 
acquisition-oriented  hobby  (I  like  to  call  it  a  hobby 
-  it  sounds  better  than  peculiarity  or  defect),  I 
eventually  found  that  I  just  don't  have  room  for 
everything.  My  increasingly  finicky  taste,  coupled 
with  the  little  quirk  that  I  only  take  from  hotels, 
motels,  B&B's  or  other  types  of  lodging  establish- 
ments, has  narrowed  my  choices  so  dramatically 
that  it  is  now  an  event  of  unparalleled  joy  when  I 
find  an  object  to  add  to  my  collection.  Curiously,  the 
wonderful  sensations  such  objects  generate  do  not 
quickly  dissipate  once  I  have  them  in  my  posses- 
sion. I  can  look  at  each  admiringly  for  years  to  come 
and  still  relive  a  large  part  of  the  excitement  I  felt 
at  its  discovery  and  procurement.  When  and  if  those 
feelings  do  subside,  I  have  a  garage  sale. 

My  hobby  started  in  an  understandable  way. 
In  my  college  years  two  friends  and  I  would  spend 
our  spring  breaks  in  Texas.  Money  was  in  short 
supply  -  we  could  barely  afford  our  room  and  food. 
Buying  souvenirs  of  those  early  trips  was,  finan- 
cially speaking,  out  of  the  question.  So  I,  like 
millions  of  others,  took  the  ashtrays  from  our  hotel 
rooms,  and  sometimes  one  of  us  would  have  use  for 
an  extra  towel.  Or  a  towel  rack.  It  was  easy  to  get 
away  with  in  those  days,  and  it  filled  a  need. 

After  college,  my  first  job  frequently  took 
me  out  of  town.  I  stayed  in  better  hotels  then  and  had 
to  be  more  careful  about  what  I  took.  Hilton  house- 


keeping was  likely  to  report  missing  lamps  or 
pillowcases.  I  enjoyed  the  challenge.  After  a  high- 
pressure  day  of  butting  heads  with  businessmen,  it 
was  a  novel  way  to  relax. 

Eventually  came  my  husbands,  and  the  only 
real  tragedy  of  my  hobby.  I  hid  the  truth  from  the 
first,  an  upwardly  mobile  executive,  for  over  a  year. 
Those  were  my  "nautical  days,"  and  I  wasn't  so 
particular  about  what  I  collected.  I  was,  of  course, 
thrilled  that  when  we  did  finally  manage  to  get 
away  for  a  belated  honeymoon  it  was  on  a  small 
chartered  yacht  for  a  quick  island  cruise.  Each  day 
on  the  boat  I  found  the  life  preserver  more  and  more 
irresistible.  Then,  upon  our  return  home  my  hus- 
band opened  our  suitcase  and  found,  rather  than  his 
laundry,  that  white  ring  with  "Bahama  Breeze" 
painted  in  a  cheerful  blue  script.  After  that  he 
began  to  look  around  the  house  and  became  suspi- 
cious of  the  lobster  trap  end  table  I  just  happened  to 
find  at  an  auction  in  San  Francisco.  Then  he  ques- 
tioned the  anchor  from  my  Maine  trip.  Then  he 
remembered  having  first  seen  the  sextant  in  the  bar 
of  our  hotel  in  Santa  Barbara.  And  then  the  fishing 
lures,  the  throttle  lever,  the  gale  warning  sign  flag, 
the  "no  wake"  buoy  and  the  QE2  stemware  all  came 
under  his  scrutiny.  I  must  admit,  he  tried  to  under- 
stand. For  the  next  ten  years  he  tried  to  understand, 
but  in  the  end  my  hobby  left  us  isolated  from  each 
other.  My  second  husband  stayed  around  for  three 
years,  and  my  third  (I  picked  him  up  in  a  hotel  too) 
only  lasted  six  months.  None  of  them  could  appre- 
ciate my  passion.  They  couldn't  experience  my 
intense  focus  or  the  exhilaration  I  got  from  my 
hobby,  so  they  condemned  it.  Over  the  years  I've 
learned  that  obsession  is  a  solitary  business.  One 
must  savor  it  privately. 

I  still  have  the  life  preserver. 

I  would  have  the  shield,  too,  if  I  hadn't  stayed 
so  long  down  in  Florida  and  if  the  back  end  of  the 
old  station  wagon  hadn't  been  loaded  down  with  the' 
marlin  from  Key  Largo  (a  periodic  resurgence  of 
my  nautical  fascination)  hidden  under  the  legiti- 
mately obtained  wicker  love  seat.  I  just  didn't  have 
the  time  or  the  room  for  the  shield  then.  But  if  I  had 
known  how  unceasingly  its  image  would  haunt  me, 
I  would  have  found  a  way. 

I  decided  to  change  my  clothes  before  going 
down  to  dinner.  An  autumn  leaf  print  blouse  will 
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reflect  the  season  nicely,  I  think.  That  kind  of  detail 
is  important  to  me  even  though  I  know  it  goes 
unnoticed  by  the  general  populace.  At  this  point  in 
my  life  I  take  the  time  to  indulge  myself  with 
things,  big  or  little,  that  please  me  in  one  way  or 
another. 

At  dinner  I  will  observe  the  guests  and  the 
habits  of  the  staff  for  anything  I  can  use  to  my 
advantage.  I  will  need  to  come  up  with  a  concrete 
plan  of  how  to  get  the  shield.  The  days  and  months 
of  dreaming  are  over.  Now  is  the  time  for  action. 

The  dining  room  is  crowded  when  I  arrive,  so 
to  conserve  table  space,  I  am  seated  with  a  distin- 
guished white  haired  gentleman  who  is  also  travel- 
ing alone.  His  name  is  Frederick  Something-Or- 
Other.  I  do  find  him  to  be  interesting  company, 
charming  and  intelligent,  but  he  is  distracting  me 
from  my  purpose.  His  captivating  voice  with  that 
trace  of  some  European  accent  could  easily  sweep 
my  up  in  his  tales  of  mythical  heroes  and  historical 
villains.  But  for  now,  I  need  to  concentrate  on  the 
shield.  I  can't  allow  any  distractions  when  I'm  so 
close.  I  force  myself  to  tune  him  out;  then  halfway 
through  dinner,  and  for  reasons  I  can't  explain,  I  lift 
his  wallet.  Just  to  find  out  a  little  more  about  him, 
maybe,  if  when  I  have  the  time  -  after  I  have  the 
shield.  Of  course  this  means  I'll  be  paying  for  both 
our  dinners,  The  price  of  curiosity. 

Again  I  force  my  mind  back  to  collecting 
information.  I  notice  the  couple  at  the  table  next  to 
us.  They  drink  too  much  and  are  too  loud.  They 
receive  disapproving  glances  from  the  waitress  and 
waiter  on  duty.  Several  other  guests  appear  to  be 
unpopular  with  the  staff  as  well.  These  convenient 
prejudices  will  draw  suspicion  away  from  me  when 
the  shield  is  discovered  missing. 

After  dinner  I  politely  take  my  leave  of 
Frederick  and  go  to  examine  his  wallet.  The  con- 
tents are  not  very  enthralling.  Frederick 
Vanderhagen.  He  lives  in  Ohio  and  has  Visa  and 
American  Express  cards  as  well  as  a  library  card. 
There  are  a  few  pictures  of  kids,  probably  grand- 
children, and  a  fair  amount  of  cash.  He  supports 
Greenpeace  and  is  hanging  on  to  the  receipt  for  a 
distributor  cap  that  he  bought  five  months  ago  from 
Carl's  Import  Motors  -  We  Stand  Behind  Every  Part 
We  Sell.  Also  an  AT&T  calling  card  and  business 
cards  from  a  Japanese  restaurant,  two  antique  deal- 


ers, and  Schneider's  vinyl  replacement  windows. 
Frederick  just  got  boring. 

I  toss  his  wallet  outside  the  dining  room  and 
go  curl  up  in  a  cozy  corner  armchair  in  the  lobby, 
pretending  to  read  the  book  I've  brought  along. 
Operations  here  still  seem  to  be  as  I  remembered 
them.  Casual  and  friendly.  Even  though  the  dining 
room  is  officially  closed  until  breakfast,  guests 
come  and  go  with  plates  of  apple  pie  and  cups  of 
coffee.  One  man  helps  himself  to  an  extra  pillow 
from  the  linen  supply  room.  A  teenage  boy  pushing 
a  gurney  of  towels  stops  to  chat  with  a  guest  about 
local  fishing,  leaving  his  cart  unattended.  Work 
procedures  here  are  lax,  and  there  is  virtually  no 
security.  My  mind  is  doing  somersaults  for  joy  -  this 
is  going  to  be  easy. 

I  approach  the  front  desk  while  the  clerk  is 
busying  himself  in  the  back  office.  I  pretend  to  look 
over  the  rack  of  pamphlets  on  the  counter,  but 
really  I'm  examining  the  hollow  knight  that  is  so 
gallantly  standing  guard  over  the  guest  register.  No 
alarm  wires.  Very  good.  I  study  the  suit  of  armor.  It 
seems  to  be  welded  together,  and  I  have  to  look 
closely  before  deciding  that  the  shield  is  not  a  part 
of  that  single  unit.  Good  again.  It  should  be  simple 
enough  to  slide  it  off  the  gauntlet  and  into  a  gurney 
or  a  blanket  from  the  linen  room  or  even  directly 
into  a  suitcase.  This  is  an  absurdly  simple  job.  And 
to  think  I  waited  so  long  before  coming  back! 

"May  I  help  you?"  The  desk  clerk  interrupts 
my  train  of  thought. 

"Yes.  Do  you  have  any  information  on  hik- 
ing trails  in  the  area?"  I  question  him  with  my  most 
earnest  face.  "I'm  not  interested  in  anything  too 
strenuous." 

"Oh,  of  course.  This  map  has  all  the  trails...." 
He's  saying  something  instructive  and  has  produced 
a  highlighter  to  accentuate  his  points  on  the  map. 
He's  making  helpful  notes  in  the  margin  as  he  talks, 
but  his  voice  echoes  meaninglessly  in  my  head.  My 
mind  is  so  preoccupied  with  the  dark  etched  rose 
design  of  the  shield  that  I  barely  hear  him.  Finally 
he  stops  talking. 

"Thank  you  so  much.  Can  you  also  tell  me 
what  time  the  dining  room  opens  in  the  morning?" 

"Yes,  Ma'am.  We  open  at  8:00." 

"Thank  you.  You've  been  so  helpful." 

Satisfied  with  the  evening's  work,  I  go  up  to 
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my  room  for  the  night. 


*  *  * 


The  sun  is  up,  and  so  am  I.  Since  tossing  and 
turning  proves  unproductive,  I  give  in  to  wakeful- 
ness and  get  up  and  shower.  I  put  on  a  simple  V-neck 
sweater  and  toss  my  yarn-dyed  jacket  over  the  top 
before  heading  downstairs  to  be  nearer  the  object  of 
my  affections. 

As  I  cross  the  lobby,  I  sneak  a  look  toward 
the  shield.  I  am  somewhat  surprised  to  see  Frederick 
admiring  it.  It  does  draw  people  to  it.  I  notice  that 
when  I  pass  the  noble  knight  my  pulse  speeds  up. 
Soon,  I  tell  myself.  Very  soon. 

At  8:00  sharp  I  grab  a  quick  breakfast,  then 
I'm  back  in  the  lobby  pretending  to  read.  I  know  I'll 
soon  be  able  to  study  that  intriguing  rose  design  as 
often  as  I  like.  At  my  leisure  I  will  let  loose  my 
imagination  on  the  history  of  the  shield  and  conjure 
up  amazing  dangers  that  it  protected  its  bearers 
against.  I  will  envision  not  only  the  brave  knight 
who  carried  it  but  the  skilled  craftsman  who  forged 
it,  gave  it  shape,  and  then  etched  its  surface  with 
such  an  artist's  eye  for  detail.  I  will  try  to  guess  how 
it  ever  ended  up  in  this  little  out  of  the  way  inn.  Soon 
there  will  be  opportunity  for  me  to  explore  all  the 
tantalizing  questions  the  shield  possesses  to  me. 

Knowing  that  it  will  all  finally  be  mine,  I 
can  relax  some.  A  tingling,  peaceful  euphoria  settles 
over  me  this  morning.  A  kind  of  wonderful,  lighter 
than  air,  floating  feeling.  There  is  not  one  single 
place  I  would  rather  be  or  a  single  thing  I  would 
rather  be  doing  than  what  I  am  doing  here  and  now. 
At  this  moment  I  am  at  peace  with  the  world. 
Contentment  settles  over  me  as  I  marvel  at  the 
beauty  and  intricacies  of  life  as  well  as  its  pleasant 
surprises.  I'm  happy  and  secure  in  my  little  niche  in 
the  grand  scheme  of  things. 

I  have  to  smile  as  I  take  another  peek  at  the 
shield.  Frederick  is  again  admiring  it.  He  looks 
ready  to  head  out  into  the  park  for  the  day.  He's 
wearing  a  lovely  argyle  sweater  and  carrying  a 
walking  stick.  He's  toting  one  of  those  oversized 
backpacks  with  an  aluminum  frame.  It  doesn't  quite 
go  with  his  attire  and  that  surprises  me.  I  thought  he 
had  better  taste.  Function  above  form,  I  guess.  He 
sees  me  now,  but  he  doesn't  realize  I've  seen  him  too. 
I  almost  wave,  but  something  stops  me. 

It  seems  to  me  that  he's  dawdling  by  the 


shield. 

He's  looked  long  enough.  He  should  be  leav- 
ing now.  Alarms  are  going  off  inside  my  head. 
Something  is  wrong.  The  desk  clerk  is  away  from 
the  counter,  and  I'm  the  only  person  in  the  lobby.  I 
feel  as  if  my  brain  is  working  in  slow  motion  as  I 
fumble  in  disbelief  toward  the  all  to  obvious  con- 
clusion. An  argyle  arm  reaches  back  and  flips  a 
false  bottom  on  that  backpack.  A  spring  snaps  it 
back  shut.  He  turns  to  scan  the  lobby,  and  our  eyes 
meet.  I  know  exactly  what  he  is  going  to  do. 

"Eeeeee!"  I  can't  believe  I'm  doing  this. 
"Eeeeeeeee!"  I  shriek  again  and  point  a  finger 
toward  that  hideous  argyle  sweater. 

Several  people  immediately  appear  in  the 
lobby,  their  eyes  following  my  finger. 

"I  saw  a  mouse,"  I  stammer,  trying  to  sound 
hysterical  and  helpless.  I'm  only  faking  the  helpless 
part. 

Frederick  is  frozen  in  his  tracks.  I'm  on  to 
him,  and  he  knows  it.  He  meant  to  take  my  shield! 
I  can't  believe  this  is  happening.  That  shield  is  mine 
and  has  been  for  four  long  years.  It's  been  on  a  kind 
of  layaway  -  I've  just  been  a  little  late  picking  it  up. 
Who  does  this  Frederick  Vanderwhatever  think  he 
is? 

"Are  you  all  right?"  an  apologetic  employee 
asks. 

"Oh,  yes.  Oh,  yes.  I  didn't  mean  to  make  such 
a  fuss.  I  was  just  surprised.  Taken  off  guard."  I  feign 
frailness  and  pretend  to  have  to  catch  my  breath. 

Several  employees  are  consoling  me  as  Ar- 
gyle Freddie  makes  his  way  out  the  door. 

"I  think  I'll  go  for  a  walk."  Miraculously 
recovered,  I  bound  out  of  my  chair  and  go  after  him. 

I  am  furious  at  the  nerve  of  that  man.  My 
only  thought  is  to  catch  up  with  that  interloper  and 
give  him  a  piece  of  my  mind.  He's  nothing  but  a 
common  thief.  I  mean  to  tell  him  to  keep  his  grubby 
mitts  off  my  shield.  I  plan  to  make  it  quite  clear  that 
if  he  even  thinks  about  meddling  with  that  shield 
there  will  be  a  scene  like  he  has  never  imagined.  I 
will  leave  absolutely  no  doubt  in  his  mind  that  the 
sooner  he  takes  his  spring-bottom  backpack,  checks 
out,  and  gets  himself  back  to  Ohio  and  his  vinyl 
replacement  windows,  the  better  off  he  will  be. 
Finally  I  catch  up  with  him.  I  match  his  pace  for  half 
a  dozen  steps  before  saying  anything. 


.,, ... . . 
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"What  do  you  think  you  were  doing  back 
there?"  I  say  in  as  even  a  tone  as  I  can  muster. 

He  gives  me  an  unsure  sideways  look  before 
saying  anything.  "Harriet,  it  is  not  exactly  what  you 
think." 

"It's  not?"  I  say  sarcastically. 

"Well,  maybe  it  is,"  he  answers  quietly. 
"Maybe  it  is  -  but  you  don't  understand." 

I'm  still  keeping  step  with  him,  but  I  can't 
think  of  a  thing  to  say.  All  I  want  to  do  is  scratch  his 
beady  little  eyes  out. 

Another  ten  paces  and  he  breaks  the  silence. 
"You  know  what  I  was  going  to  do,  don't  you?" 

"Of  course  I  know!  I'm  not  stupid,"  I  ex- 
claim, "but  you're  not  going  to  get  away  with  it!  I 
won't  let  you!" 

"Please,  Harriet.  Let  me  explain..." 

"I  don't  need  to  hear  any  explanation!"  I  cut 
him  off.  "You're  not  going  to  take  that  shield.  I 
won't  let  you.  I  refuse  to  sit  by  and  watch  you  steal 
it."  I've  never  been  especially  troubled  with  being 
hypocritical. 

He  tries  again.  "Obtaining  the  shield  is 
extremely  important  to  me.  It  is  not  something  I  can 
easily  explain,  Harriet.  Please  know  that  I  have 
tried  to  stop  myself  before,  but  I  cannot.  And  I 
cannot  leave  it  there  with  that  armor.  They  do  not 
belong  together...."  An  open  handed  gesture  signals 
he  is  at  a  loss  for  words. 

"What  do  you  mean  'they  don't  belong  to- 
gether'?" Suddenly  I'm  indignant.  He's  bad-mouth- 
ing the  armor.  I  might  like  the  armor! 

We  keep  walking.  He  gives  me  another 
sideways  look  as  though  he's  not  sure  whether  I'm 
for  real.  "They're  from  different  periods.  They  did 
not  carry  shields  when  they  had  full  armor.  They 
had  no  need  for  both.  It's  redundant  -  an  excess.  You 
don't  need  all  that  protection." 

Big  talk  from  a  man  with  a  five  month  old 
receipt  for  a  distributor  cap.  Still,  he  may  be  right. 
I  hadn't  thought  of  it  that  way.  But  I'm  still  furious 
with  him. 

"So  what's  your  story?"  I  snap.  "You  just  go 
around  correcting  historical  misrepresentations?" 

"No."  A  pause,  then,"  I  just  go  around  taking 
things  that  are  wrong.  Overdone... unnecessary.  It's 
difficult  to  explain."  He  stops  walking  and  faces  me 
for  the  first  time.  "Harriet,  I  am  at  your  mercy.  It  is 


very  important  for  me  to  have  the  shield.  I  cannot 
explain  it  beyond  that,  but  the  need  is  very  real.  The 
only  reason  I  came  here  is  to  take  it.  Please  don't 
cause  me  to  leave  here  without  it. "  Then  a  little  of  the 
light  went  out  of  his  eyes.  "But  this  is  something  you 
cannot  understand..." 

Either  this  guy  is  a  con  artist  trying  to  con  a 
con  artist  -  and  doing  a  good  job  of  it  -  or  he's  telling 
the  truth.  I'm  not  sure  which  idea  is  more  unsettling. 
I  sway  back  on  my  heels  and  study  him.  Even  with 
his  grandkids,  American  Express  card,  and  new 
distributor  cap,  he  looks  genuinely  sad  as  though 
something  is  missing  in  his  life.  Dapples  of  sun- 
light dance  over  him  but  don't  add  any  joy.  Standing 
on  the  wooded  path,  I  see  him  for  a  moment  as  a 
mature,  twentieth  century  Robin  Hood,  compelled 
by  some  inner  force  to  correct  the  wrong  doings  of 
an  erring  establishment.  I  see  him  briefly  as  the 
individual  fighting  against  the  constraints  of  a  judg- 
mental society.  I  see  him  as  someone  alone  in  the 
world  who  can  understand  my  compulsion  and 
passions,  isolated  from  others  by  the  same  feelings 
that  drive  him.  I  see  a  man  nobly  pursuing  his  heart's 
bidding.  Then  I  see  him  going  home  with  my  shield. 

"You  keep  your  paws  off  that  shield.  It's 
going  home  with  me."  There.  I've  told  him.  Oh,  but 
why  did  I  tell  him?  I'm  angry  with  myself.  If  I'm 
developing  some  sort  of  a  sense  of  fair  play  or 
something,  I  wish  it  would  stop  right  now. 

His  jaws  drop  in  amazement.  No  scam  there. 
He's  genuinely  shocked. 

"You... want  it  too... but..."  he  stammers. 

I  eye  him  coolly.  Confusion,  wonder,  and 
something  close  to  panic  all  run  across  his  face  in 
quick  succession. 

"You  cannot  have  it,"  he  says  in  a  desper- 
ately quiet  voice.  "You  just  can't  have  it.  If  you 
knew  what  it  means  to  me..." 

"It's  important  to  me,  too,  Bub!  I've  planned 
this  thing  for  a  long  time,  so  you  may  as  well  save 
your  sob  stories.  I'm  not  interested  in  them." 

"Is  it  so  important  for  you,  too?"  he  ques- 
tions solemnly. 

I  turn  on  my  heels  without  answering  and 
storm  back  up  the  path  to  the  inn,  slipping  now  and 
then  on  last  year's  dew-damp  leaf  litter.  What  does 
he  know  about  what's  important  to  me?  Did  I  say  it 
was  important?  Damn,  I  can't  remember  now.  Tem- 
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per  can  cloud  my  judgment.  What  did  I  say?  It 
doesn't  matter.  That  shield  has  been  a  part  of  my  life 
for  years,  and  I'm  not  about  to  give  it  up  to  the  likes 
of  him. 

Still  fuming,  I  reach  the  inn.  I  force  myself 
to  put  on  my  best  sweetie-pie  face  before  going 
inside,  Three  steps  into  the  lobby  I'm  met  by  the 
assistant  manager  who's  mumbling  something  about 
an  exterminator.  I'm  nodding  and  answering  him, 
carrying  on  a  conversation  automatically  even  though 
for  several  minutes  I  have  no  idea  what  the  man  is 
rambling  on  about.  Every  now  and  then  I  hear  one 
of  my  own  words  -  startled  -  embarrassed  -  unex- 
pected -  and  know  from  experience  that  I'm  saying 
the  right  things.  I've  had  lots  of  practice.  He's 
finally  happy  with  his  apology,  so  I  go  up  to  my 
room. 

It's  pretty  obvious  that  I  no  longer  have  the 
luxury  of  time.  I'm  going  to  have  to  grab  the  shield 
and  get  out  of  here  before  Frederick  beats  me  to  it. 
Why  did  I  tell  him  I  was  going  to  take  it?  I  can 
always  deny  it  if  it  ever  comes  to  that,  and  I  would 
certainly  be  believed.  But  now  this  thing  is  turning 
into  a  race. 

I  throw  my  clothes  into  my  suitcase  while 
running  alternative  plans  through  my  mind  like 
film  through  a  projector.  How  each  plan  will  look, 
how  it  will  work,  how  it  can  be  altered  in  case  of  the 
unexpected.  I  resent  having  to  analyze  the  process 
so  coldly.  The  bubbles  of  fun  have  burst. 

Five  minutes  have  gone  by.  I'm  packed  and 
ready  to  go.  I  will  make  my  move  at  lunch  today.  I 
have  three  hours  until  lunch.  Three  hours.  An  eter- 
nity. Resigned,  I  dump  the  Liz  Claiborne  frenzy  out 
of  my  suitcase  and  start  repacking. 

Three  hours.  I  could  be  halfway  to  Chicago 
in  three  hours.  I  almost  give  it  serious  consider- 
ation. I'm  so  miserable  about  the  way  things  are 
turning  out.  I've  never  had  to  contend  with  a  rival 
before.  Not  in  my  hobby  anyway.  This  is  all  new, 
and  I'm  not  sure  how  to  proceed.  But  I'm  not 
leaving. 

I  dump  the  clothes  out  of  my  suitcase  and 
pack  it  again.  Another  five  minutes  killed.  I  look 
around  the  room  to  see  if  there  is  anything  else  I 
might  want  to  bring  home.  Trying  to  make  myself 
feel  better,  I  grab  the  phone  book,  Bible,  pillow 
cases,  towels,  shower  curtain,  bath  mat,  and  suit- 


case rack.  After  a  moment,  though,  I  realize  I  don't 
want  any  of  them  and  put  each  neatly  back  in  its 
place.  Then  I  go  around  the  room  and  straighten  the 
pictures,  fluff  the  pillows,  and  pick  some  lint  from 
the  drapes.  There's  nothing  else  to  do.  I  know  it's 
unwise,  possibly  conspicuous,  but  I  go  down  to  the 
lobby  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  shield. 

He's  there.  Frederick.  Way  over  in  the  far 
corner  with  a  newspaper.  I  must  say,  he  is  deter- 
mined. I  sit  down  in  the  opposite  corner  and  put  my 
book  up  in  front  of  my  face.  For  two  hours  and  forty 
minutes  we  alternate  between  glaring  intensely  at 
our  reading  materials  and  sneaking  curious  peeks  at 
one  another.  Rivals.  Opponents.  Enemies.  Two 
hours  and  forty  minutes  hiding  behind  a  newspaper 
and  a  novel,  neither  one  of  us  reading  a  word. 

It  never  mattered  much  when  I  took  things 
before.  This  is  what  I  do  and  what  I  have  been  happy 
doing  until  this  very  moment.  Now  I'm  not  sure  I 
can  continue  being  happy  with  it.  My  hobby  has 
always  been. ..well,  mine.  My  own  wonderful  world. 
Now  that  I  see  someone  else  in  it,  that  world  doesn't 
seem  so  wonderful  anymore.  And  it  doesn't  seem 
crowded  either.  It  seems...  empty. 

Somehow  this  has  to  be  his  fault. 

Finally  a  waitress  opens  the  doors  to  the 
dining  room.  We  both  rush  in,  famished  from  all 
our  reading.  I  order  coffee  and  a  sandwich.  I  pay 
right  away  so  that  I  can  leave  as  soon  as  there  is  no 
one  left  around  the  shield. 

I  wait.  Another  cup  of  coffee. 

The  lunch  crowd  comes  in.  The  kitchen  and 
dining  room  now  absorb  the  full  attention  of  the 
staff.  This  is  the  time.... 

From  behind  me  comes  a  muffled  Bam 
followed  by  some  commotion.  It's  the  .fireplace. 
He's  done  something  with  the  fireplace.  A  generous 
amount  of  smoke  is  pouring  out  across  the  stone 
hearth.  Still  more  smoke  is  spiraling  up  towards  the 
beams  of  the  ceiling.  This  small,  contrived  explo- 
sion rocked  a  log  off  the  andirons  and  onto  the  floor. 
That  smoldering  log  is  causing  all  kinds  of  alarm 
among  the  guests.  For  me,  though,  the  amount  of 
smoke  filling  the  room  is  what's  truly  amazing. 

Pyrotechnics.  I'm  impressed.  I  never  went  in 
for  that  sort  of  specialization,  but  I'm  quite  willing 
to  take  advantage  of  Frederick's  expertise. 

Inn  employees  are  hustling  patrons  out  the 
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emergency  exit.  People  are  yelling  "Fire"  and  the 
smoke,  which  has  already  filled  the  dining  room,  is 
now  pouring  through  the  door  into  the  lobby.  The 
sprinkler  system  has  turned  on,  producing  an  in- 
door rain,  but  its  effect  on  the  smoke  is  still  negli- 
gible. Not  bad.  I  can't  help  but  admire  this  guy  in 
some  way.  He's  got  style.  I  rush  into  the  lobby 
toward  the  shield.  Frederick  is  sloshing  around  a 
scramble  of  exiting  people,  also  racing  for  the 
shield.  We  arrive  at  the  same  time,  both  ready  to 
grab  it  and  run,  but  neither  of  us  does.  Why  doesn't 
he  just  grab  it? 

Why  don't  I? 

Grab  it!  my  mind  is  telling  me,  but  I'm  not 
doing  it.  Take  it  fast,  before  it's  too  late.  I  know  it 
may  only  be  a  matter  of  a  few  seconds  before  the 
ruse  is  uncovered.  Why  won't  I  take  it?  Why  won't 
I  listen  to  me? 

After  what  seems  an  eternity,  Frederick 
steps  back,  indicating  that  I  should  have  the  honors. 
I  just  stare  at  him.  Grab  it!  I  tell  myself  again.  In  the 
distance  I  hear  footsteps.  It's  now  or  never.  Time  is 
running  out.  The  steady  shower  from  the  sprinkler 
is  beginning  to  clear  the  air.  The  footsteps  are 
getting  closer.  Why  don't  I  take  the  thing?  It  may 
have  already  been  discovered  that  there  is  no  fire, 
just  a  grand  distraction.  There  are  no  more  seconds 
to  spare. 

Surprised  at  myself,  I  step  away  from  it.  I 
don't  need  anymore.  I  don't  want  it  anymore.  I  turn 
expectantly  as  the  footsteps  close  in. 

"Evacuate  the  building,  please.  We  have  a 
small  fire,"  says  an  excited  employee. 

"We  should  go,"  Frederick  says.  I  nod,  and 
we  head  out  the  door.  Neither  of  us  looks  back  at  the 
antiquated  armor  we  left  in  the  lobby. 


Muted 

Dojna  Corzine 

i'm  reeling  from  your  harm  to  me 
i  build  my  space  to  let  me  breathe 
i  lick  my  wounds  and  claim  my  place 
in  shutout  circles  none  can  face 


Today 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

Cerulean  blue  swims  lazy, 
amongst  gauzy  white  islands. 

Hard,  slate  gray  banks, 
pushing  hard  from  the  north. 

Bundled  bodies  braving  blustering  winds, 
with  rain  slick  fingers  clenched  hard. 

Cold,  shivering  against  the  cold,  rounded 
shoulders  hunched  hard. 

Teeth  chatter  disharmony, 

and  quicksilver  clouds  pour  out. 


Untitled 

Robin  Chism 


When  the  sun  rises, 

A  single  shadow  remains, 

Running  out  the  light. 
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Frost's  Glosses  for  A  Boy's  Will 

Bill  Yarrow 


The  youth  is  persuaded  that  he  will  be 

rather  more  than  less  himself 

for  having  forsworn  the  world. 

He  is  happy  in  the  society  of  his  own  choosing. 

He  is  in  love  with  being  misunderstood. 

He  is  in  doubt  whether  to  admit  real  trouble 

to  a  place  beside  the  hearth  with  love . 

He  courts  the  autumnal  mood. 

There  is  no  oversight  of  human  affairs. 

He  is  afraid  of  his  own  isolation. 
Out  of  winter  things  he  fashions 
a  story  of  modern  love. 
He  calls  on  change 
through  the  violence  of  the  elements. 
He  discovers  that  the  greatness  of  love 
lies  not  in  forward-looking  thoughts 
nor  yet  in  any  spur  it  may  be  to  ambition . 

He  is  no  dissenter  from  the  ritualism  of  nature 

nor  from  the  ritualism  of  youth 

which  is  make-believe. 

He  arrives  at  the  turn  of  the  year. 

Out  of  old  longings  he  fashions  a  story. 

He  is  shown  by  a  dream 

how  really  well  it  is  with  him. 

He  is  scornful  of  folk  his  scorn  cannot  reach. 

And  again  scornful 

but  there  is  no  one  hurt. 

He  takes  up  life  simply  with  the  small  tasks. 

He  resolves  to  become  intelligible 

atleasttohimself 

since  there  is  no  help  else 

and  to  know  definitely  what  he  thinks 

about  the  soul 

about  love 

aboutfellowship 
aboutdeath 
about  art  (his  own) 
about  science 

It  is  time  to  make  an  end  of  speaking . 

It  is  the  autumnal  mood 

with  a  difference. 

He  sees  days  slipping  from  him 

that  were  the  best  for  what  they  were. 

These  are  things  that  can 

never  be  the  same. 


It  Was  Said  Once  Before 

Rapsin 

It  was  said  once  before, 
The  more  you  suffer,  the  more  you  care. 
How  much  does  someone  care, 
Who's  suffered  a  lifelong  eternity. 

It  was  said  once  before, 

That  it's  a  question  of  love. 

Who  can  answer  the  empty  question, 

When  love  has  died  and  you  with  it. 

It  was  said  once  before, 
To  be  with  you  is  to  be  in  heaven. 
What  happens  when  being  with  you, 
Turns  my  heaven  into  a  personal  hell. 


For  All  Those  Who  Ridicule... 

Robin  Chism 

Curses  to  all  those  who  ridicule  me, 

And  tell  me  all  of  the  things  I  should  be 

What  I  should  wear, 

Who  to  talk  to, 

I  think  of  things  to  do  to  you, 

A  slap  in  the  face, 

A  kick  in  the  butt, 

I  try  to  ignore  the  things  that  you  say, 

But  really  I  see  there  is  no  other  way. 

I'll  have  to  be  frank, 

And  straight  to  the  point, 

Don't  mess  with  me, 

I'm  too  viscious  to  see. 
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Fate 

Michael  Fletcher 

Bad  milk  and  Pepto-B  ismol  clung  to  the  surroundings.  Sunlit 
dust  speckled  nonchalantly  between  ten  cent  curios  and  pillowed 
on  a  frayed  moth-eaten  rug.  Like  a  thousand  shops  it  was 
crowded  with  weeping  clowns  shoving  for  room  with  plaster 
virgins.  Sometimes  you  can  find  apiece  of  sugar  in  all  this  shit, 
But  I  doubted  I  would  find  it  here.  Some  old  man  who  was  more 
prune  than  human  kept  his  eyes  glued  to  my  back  as  though  I 
would  steal  one  of  his  precious  velvet  Elvis  paintings. 

Then  I  felt  it.  A  queer  feeling  like  nails  torn  across  a 
blackboard  tore  into  my  nerves .  I  don't  know  why  I  bought  it. 
It  was  a  piece  of  junk  that  would  never  work  properly  again. 
Pock-marked  and  war-ravaged,  it  lay  in  its  own  coffin  of  acase. 
Some  relic  of  a  time  when  wars  were  fought  over  human  rights 
instead  of  some  red  tape  or  political  fate.  A  simple  pair  of 
binoculars.  But  even  this  has  some  story . 

Burdened  down,  mud  sucks  at  my  boots  and  tears  at 
rancid  seams,  each  their  own  garden  of  fungus.  It  is  my  first 
month  in  France.  It  seems  like  hours  and  days  slow  down  to  a 
grind  in  war.  Even  death  comes  in  slow  motion  forme.  At  home 
time  moves  too  quickly  .Minutes  turn  to  seconds  and  hours  are 
cut  from  life  with  ferocity . 

My  bike,  Sue  Ann  in  the  bam,  wedding  cake  -  memo- 
ries of  home  are  all  we  have  here.  Memories  are  what  keep  us 
sane  in  this  hell.  These  blasted  woods  twist  and  turn,  yet  we  have 
to  keep.... 

What  the  hell  is  that? !  White  thunder  erupts  from  the 
trees. 

My  best  friend's  head  has  turned  into  scarlet  haze,  and 
I  run.  Bark  spits  at  my  face  as  I  tear  through  clinging  bramble. 
Bullets  hiss  like  hot  coals  as  they  whip  past  my  head  into  the  dark. 
I  dive  into  shadows  to  watch  darker  shapes  go  rumbling  past  me. 
Eyes  straining,  I  stare  into  the  void.  My  grip  tightens  onto  my 
rifle  as  numbness  stings  into  my  spine  and  fingers. 

Dawnbringsno  relief  except  for  a  cold  grey  light  that 
creeps  on  a  mist.  Looking  for  the  slightest  movements,  I  head 
back  to  where  we  camped.  Chaos  reigns.  What  is  left  of  my 
buddies  lies  in  heaps  scattered  on  the  ground.  Sam  Jameson's 
right  leg  has  raggedly  detached  itself  from  his  body  and  leans 
hazily  against  a  tree.  My  mind,  try  ing  to  detach  itself  from  the 
horror,  quips,  "What  a  waste  of  new  socks."  Getting  my  senses 
together,  I  make  a  quick  list  of  supplies  to  recover  from  the 
shattered  camp .  Finding  nothing  more  than  some  ammo  and  an 
old  pair  of  binoculars,  I  realize  I  won't  last  long  out  in  these 
frozen  European  nights.  Imakeitmy  resolution  to  find  the  Nazis 
who  destroyed  my  friends  and  left  me  to  waste  in  this  frozen  hell . 
Realizing  I  can't  kill  all  the  storm  troopers,  I  decide  to  die 
fighting.  Silent  as  shrouding  fog,  I  crept  to  their  encampment, 
following  the  tearing  trail . 

Burning  its  indifference  into  my  neck,  the  sun  lay  fat 


in  the  sky.  I  crouch  into  the  bushes  as  I  reach  the  Nazi 
encampment.  Thinking  I  can  plan  some  sort  of  attack,  I  raise  my 
binoculars  toward  the  camp.  Now  you  must  realize  I  am  just  a 
dumb  private,  and  the  endless  night  has  brought  acloud  across 
my  mind.  As  I  lean  forward,  I  hear  a  twig  snap  behind  me.  Too 
slowly,  I  turn.  My  mind  explodes  in  white  light,  and  I  drop  to 
darkness  and  the  ground.  Consciousness  returns  with  a  blow. 
Disgust  fills  me  as  I  look  toward  my  tormentors  who  are  hover- 
ingoverme. 

Garbling  in  broken  English,  they  laugh  at  how  my  own 
binoculars  have  betrayed  me.  Shining  in  the  sunlight,  my 
binoculars  proved  the  perfect  beacon  for  their  men.  The 
soldiers  whip  them  into  the  air  as  they  cackle  how  I  won't  need 
them  again.  An  eyepiece  shatters  and  cascades  to  the  barren 
ground.  Hating  myself  for  my  own  stupidity,  hating  my 
capturors,  and  hissing  "betrayer"  to  my  binoculars,  I  sit 
twisting  inward.  My  hate-filled  eyes  dig  into  the  back  of 
the  one  guard  left  with  me.  My  attention  turns  toward  the 
broken  binoculars.  Light  rips  through  my  darkness  as 
how  to  get  out  of  this  mess  comes  to  me.  With  my 
binoculars.  As  slow  as  an  hour  hand  ,  I  reach  toward  a 
shard  of  glass. 

I  saw  through  my  bonds  with  a  watchmaker's  preci- 
sion. I  grab  the  strap  of  the  binoculars  and  twist  it  around  my 
tormentor's  neck.  Digging  into  his  fatty  flesh,  I  twist  the  strap 
harder.  He  squirms  like  a  great  eel  and  with  a  Herculean  effort 
tries  to  turn  but  falls  limp.  So  much  dead  flesh  falls  to  aheavy 
mound  on  the  earth.  Hearing  the  commotion,  agroup  of  soldiers 
rushes  to  where  I  stand,  but  I  riddle  them  with  the  dead  Nazi's 
own  Mauser.  A  bullet  rips  through  my  shoulder. 

Startled,  I  woke  up.  A  dark  form  was  silhouetted  in  my 
bedroom  window  which  was  j  ammed  open .  Frozen  to  my  bed, 
I  watched  the  thief  crawl  into  my  window.  Lunging  for  any 
weapon,  I  grabbed  the  nearest  object  -  my  binoculars.  As  I 
slammed  them  into  the  crook's  head,  the  binoculars  met  their 
mark.  Warm  liquid  splashed  on  my  arm  as  the  steel  made  contact 
with  flesh.  I  guess  everything  works  out  in  the  end. 


Camouflage 

Maria  Mellinger 

Your  oversized  sunglasses 
Hide  the  laugh  lines 
As  well  as  the  tears. 
And  your  demure  style 
Camouflages  the  wild  child 
Yearning  to  break  free. 
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David  and  Diana 

Heather  Hill 

It's  only  love.  That's  what  everyone  tells  me, 
but  I  don't  understand  where  they  get  off  using  the 
word  "only."  I  had  "only"  loved  Diana  for  the  past 
four  years,  and  if  they  thought  I  was  about  to  just 
forget  her,  they  were  crazy. 

Diana  is  now  in  a  mental  hospital.  Long 
story.  If  you  think  you  have  the  time,  I'll  let  you  in 
on  it.  I  for  one  do  not  believe  she  should  be  in  there. 
But  that's  just  me. 

I  met  her  exactly  four  years,  two  months, 
and  seventeen  days  ago.  She  was  wearing  a  walnut- 
colored  shirt  that  blended  in  so  well  with  her  hair 
that  you  couldn't  tell  where  hair  started  and  fabric 
began.  Head  in  her  hands,  she  was  frowning  over  a 
complicated  algebra  problem  that  the  teacher  had 
confused  everyone  with.  The  lines  in  her  forehead 
reminded  me  of  the  old-fashioned  V's  written  in 
cursive. 

She  continued  to  study  the  problem  for  a 
few  moments,  then  sighed  in  defeat  and  glanced 
around  the  room.  Her  eyes  strayed  past  mine, 
stopped,  shifted  in  reverse,  and  slowed.  Her  brown 
pools  studied  my  green  ones  and  moved  on.  To  her 
it  may  have  seemed  only  a  moment,  but  I  know  I 
could  have  stayed  like  that  for  a  very  long  time  and 
not  have  grown  tired. 

Maybe  that  was  when  I  fell  in  love  with  her. 
At  least  that  was  when  I  started  to  want  to  fall  in 
love  with  her.  In  fact,  I  remember  skipping  my  next 
class  to  see  where  she  would  be.  She  stopped  at  her 
locker.  Number  1067.  I  would  remember  that  for 
future  reference.  She  turned  around  after  closing  it 
and  found  me  openly  staring  at  her.  I  conveniently 
found  a  book  to  drop  on  my  foot  and  ,  clutching  my 
foot  in  pain,  hobbled  over  to  the  men's  room.  First 
impressions  are  always  so  wonderfully  important. 
Oh,  well.  My  second  impression  was  much  better. 

The  next  day  found  me  standing  outside  her 
locker  the  minute  they  unlocked  the  doors  that 
morning  with,  I  might  mention,  a  single  long- 
stemmed  rose  in  hand.  In  a  few  minutes  I  saw  her 
walking  toward  me.  She  seemed  to  slow  down  as  if 
unsure  whether  she  was  at  the  right  locker  or  not.  I 
spoke  my  first  words  to  her. 

"Hello,  Diana.  You  don't  know  me,  but  I 
want  to  change  that.  I'm  David.  Please  accept  this 


rose  as  an  offer  of  friendship  and  maybe  more. 

Corny,  right?  After  I  said  it,  I  thought  so  too, 
but  I  was  wrong.  She  looked  up  at  me  with  a  weird 
look.  I  didn't  know  how  to  interpret  it,  so  I  just 
grinned.  She  took  the  rose  with  a  weird  sort  of  grin 
and  walked  away.  We  met  at  lunch  and  started 
talking. 

After  that,  we  were  inseparable.  David  and 
Diana.  I  never  thought  I  could  be  so  happy.  She 
made  me  alive.  She  made  me  think  of  everything  in 
a  new  and  different  way.  And  I'd  like  to  say  that  she 
felt  the  same  way  about  me.  She  was  the  first  person 
that  I  had  ever  truly  loved,  and  she  will  probably  be 
the  only.  We  spent  so  much  time  together  that  I 
sometimes  felt  we  were  the  same  person.  We  shared 
most  of  the  same  views,  the  same  interests,  and  we 
both  loved  each  other  with  a  strength  that  was 
incomparable  to  anything  else.  Until  one  day,  some- 
thing changed. 

I  never  understood  why  she  acted  the  way 
she  did  that  day.  And  I  never  asked.  We  had  been 
planning  to  go  to  my  cousin's  wedding  when  she 
suddenly  decided  she  didn't  want  to  go. 

"I  just  want  to  stay  home,  Davey.  Okay?" 

"Why?  Are  you  feeling  okay?  Are  you  sick? 
Do  you  want  me  to  stop  by?" 

"Does  something  have  to  be  wrong  with  me 
for  me  to  stay  home?  Did  it  ever  occur  to  you  that 
I  might  want  to  just  be  by  myself  for  once?" 

But  that's  not  how  it  was.  We  were  David 
and  Diana.  We  did  everything  together,  and  we 
enjoyed  it.  No  matter  what.  Why  would  someone 
prefer  to  be  alone  when  they  can  be  with  the  person 
they  love?  I  couldn't  understand  it,  and  so  I  told  her 
so.  We  got  into  a  screaming  match.  Eight  months  of 
going  out  without  a  single  .argument,  and 
then. ..wham!  After  a  few  minutes,  she  just  hung  up 
on  me.  No  good-bye.  No  nothing.  When  I  drove 
over  to  her  house  a  while  later,  she  acted  like 
nothing  was  wrong,  and  we  ended  up  going  to  the 
wedding  party  anyway. 

We  graduated  a  few  months  later.  I  tried  to 
propose  to  her,  but  she  just  gave  me  that  funny  grin 
of  hers  as  if  it  were  a  joke.  I  didn't  know  what  to 
make  of  her.  I  asked  her  if  I  could  talk  to  her  father 
about  it,  and  she  told  me  not  to  worry  about  it.  She 
would  take  care  of  it. 

Time  passed,  and  my  love  for  her  grew.  I 
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believe  that  Diana's  love  for  me  grew,  too,  although 
she  never  said  it.  But  I  could  tell  when  I  looked  in  her 
eyes.  She  never  had  said  much,  but  now  our  conver- 
sations were  practically  nonexistent.  This  made  me 
feel  even  deeper  in  my  love  for  her,  knowing  we 
could  just  look  at  each  other  and  need  no  words  to 
express  ourselves.  I  stayed  with  her  every  chance  I 
had.  I  wouldn't  leave  her  house  until  early  in  the 
morning  with  just  enough  time  to  catch  an  hour  or 
so  of  sleep  before  I  had  to  get  up  to  go  to  work.  But 
it  was  worth  it  just  to  know  she  was  safe. 

One  day,  Diana  moved.  Far  away.  They  hit 
me  with  it  just  like  that.  I  didn't  even  get  to  say  good- 
bye to  her.  Her  pink  sweatshirt  was  still  hanging 
from  my  wooden  bedpost  when  my  mother  walked 
in  and  just  said  it.  Diana  moved.  When  I  asked 
where,  I  got  a  shrug.  Without  socks  or  shoes,  I  ran 
down  the  block  to  her  house.  The  snow  should  have 
been  cold  on  my  feet,  but  I  didn't  notice.  I  quickly 
rang  the  doorbell  five  times  before  trying  to  open 
the  door  and  just  walk  in.  I  couldn't  wait  to  let  Diana 
in  on  the  stupid  joke  Mom  tried  to  pull  on  me  a  few 
minutes  ago.  When  the  door  wouldn't  open,  I  got  a 
little  upset  and  punched  my  fist  through  the  glass 
plate  on  her  door,  Unfortunately  for  me,  a  cop  car 
was  across  the  street  at  the  time.  I  was  arrested  on 
the  spot. 

So  here  I  am  in  a  jail  cell,  writing  what  I  can 
remember  about  Diana.  I  don't  understand  why  no 
one  can  tell  me  where  she  and  her  family  have 
moved  to.  Another  thing  I  can't  understand  it  why 
they  have  me  locked  up  in  here.  Why  don't  my 
parents  come?  And  where  is  Diana? 

They've  moved  me  to  a  different  place.  It's 
not  a  cell,  just  a  room.  For  some  reason  it  has  no 
windows.  They  door  is  bolted  very  well.  Anyway, 
back  to  the  very  beginning.  I  wrote  that  Diana  is  in 
a  mental  hospital.  I  decided  this  because  I  don't 
understand  how  she  could  possibly  live  without  me. 
I  mean,  she'd  go  nuts.  I  know  I'm  in  bad  shape,  so  I 
can  just  imagine  her.  Her  parents  must  have  decided 
this  spur-of-the-moment  thing  like  they  always  do, 
and  she  just  didn't  have  time  to  tell  me.  Well,  there's 
only  one  solution. 

I  told  Diana  that  if  we  were  ever  separated, 
I  would  put  a  gun  to  my  head  and  wait  for  her 
wherever  I  end  up.  I  think  she  would  do  the  same  for 
me.  I  don't  know  for  sure  because  she  never  com- 


mented on  what  I  said.  Who  knows?  Maybe  she  was 
already  dead,  and  I  was  letting  her  down  by  still 
living.  I  couldn't  let  Diana  down.  My  reason  for 
living  or  dying.  My  reason  for  anything...  every- 
thing. I  was  pretty  strong.  Whenever  the  guard 
came  in  with  my  dinner,  I  would  grab  his  gun  before 
he  could  react  and  shoot  myself.  This  is  my  plane. 
I'm  writing  it  for  all  to  know  in  memory  of  David 
and  Diana.  This  way  we  will  be  alive  in  both 
worlds.  Don't  worry,  Diana.  Wait  for  me.  I'm  com- 
ing. 

"He's  sick.  I  mean,  he  was  sick." 

"Yes,  we  know,"  said  the  nurse.  "We're  glad 
this  came  to  our  attention.  It's  just  a  shame  it  didn't 
come  quickly  enough." 

"I  had  been  telling  you  everything  the  last 
couple  of  weeks,  you  know,  when  it  started  getting 
really  bad." 

The  nurse  put  a  soothing  hand  on  Diana's 
arm.  "We  should  have  gotten  you  out  of  there 
sooner,  honey." 

"There  was  nothing  you  could  do,  "  Diana 
argued.  "The  story  about  moving  was  the  easiest 
way  to  get  away  from  him.  I'm  trying  to  feel  sorry 
about  his  suicide,  but  it's  hard.  You  understand, 
don't  you?" 

"Of  course,  dear.  Why  don't  you  start  from 
the  beginning?" 

"Well,  in  the  beginning  it  was  wonderful.  I 
really  did  love  him.  But  you  realize  how  people  get 
clingy... I  can't  stand  that.  But  I  also  have  trouble 
hurting  other  people's  feelings.  The  first  time  I 
refused  to  do  something  with  him  was  the  week 
before  his  cousin's  wedding.  I  really  didn't  want  to 
go,  and  I  also  wanted  to  see  how  he  would  react. 
Maybe  I  should  have  told  someone  about  this  ear- 
lier, but  I  didn't.  After  I  said  I  wouldn't  go,  he  came 
right  over  to  my  house  and  tried  to  smother  me  with 
a  pillow  until  I  said  I  would  go.  I  realize  now  that  I 
should  have  gotten  out  of  the  relationship  way  back 
then,  but  I  was  stupid. 

"Nothing  bad  happened  for  a  while.  Maybe 
that  was  because  I  was  afraid  to  upset  him  again  so 
I  just  went  along  with  anything  he  wanted.  I  started 
to  grow  away  from  him,  and  I  thought  he  realized  it 
until  the  day  came  when  he  asked  me  to  marry  him. 
After  that,  I  stopped  talking  to  him  almost  com- 
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pletely.  I  don't  think  he  even  noticed.  He  was  too 
wrapped  up  in  us. 

"One  night,  he  just  walked  into  my  house 
with  a  gun.  He  walked  up  to  my  room,  held  the  gun 
to  my  head,  and..." 

"I  know  it's  difficult,  Diana,"  interrupted 
the  nurse.  "But  it's  necessary  for  you  to  talk  about 
this  to  begin  the  healing  process." 

"...he  held  it  to  my  head  and  said,  'If  you  ever 
leave,  you  and  I  will  die.'  He  repeated  it  for  one  full 
hour,  the  whole  time  covering  my  mouth  with  the 
gun  to  my  head.  Afterwards,  he  looked  into  my 
eyes,  kissed  me  once,  and  walked  out  the  way  he  had 
come." 

The  nurse  continued  to  make  notes  as  Diana 
wrapped  up  the  story.  When  they  had  finished,  the 
nurse  held  Diana's  hand  and  led  her  to  a  room  to  rest. 

After  Diana  was  secure  in  her  room,  the 
nurse  continued  down  the  hallway  until  she  came  to 
Dr.  Adam's  office.  She  knocked  twice,  then  let 
herself  in. 

"So,  what  do  you  think?"  he  asked. 

"I  think  they're  both  crazy.  He  thinks  he's 
dead,  and  he's  waiting  for  her  to  stop  by.  She's 
accusing  him  of  holding  her  at  gunpoint  and  threat- 
ening her." 

"I  wouldn't  like  to  see  those  two  in  the  same 
room  together,  would  you?"  the  doctor  laughed. 

Snickering,  the  nurse  scolded  him.  "Come 
on.  We  shouldn't  make  fun  of  this  case.  Hell,  maybe 
we  should  just  shoot  both  of  them!" 

Down  the  hall,  David  lay  in  his  coffin  (bed) 
and  waited  for  Diana  to  meet  him.  He  was  growing 
impatient.  Maybe  when  he  shot  himself  the  first 
time,  he  missed.  He  grabbed  the  gun  (remote  con- 
trol) off  the  headstone  (headboard)  and  tried  again. 
He  wasn't  sure  if  it  worked  or  not.  He  closed  his  eyes 
and  decided  if  Diana  didn't  show  up  in  the  next 
couple  of  hours,  he'd  try  again. 

Down  the  hall,  Diana  lay  on  her  bed  and 
wondered  what  Nursey  had  to  be  laughing  about. 
She  had  no  right  to  act  sorry  and  sympathetic 
around  her  and  then  go  laugh  at  her  behind  her  back. 
When  the  guard  came  in,  Nursey  better  watch  out. 
She  just  might  steal  his  gun  and  give  someone 
something  to  cry  about. 


An  Editing  Problem 

Dave  Pautz 

"You  sure  you  don't  want  a  gun?"  Cecelia 
asked,  firing  blindly  over  the  flipped  table.  Avery 
nodded  'no'  and  kept  his  hands  over  his  ears.  Huddled 
in  the  corner,  he  didn't  know  if  he  wanted  to  laugh 
hysterically  or  throw  up.  His  worst  fear  had  been 
confirmed  to  an  extent  that  put  him  near  total  break- 
down. 

Jonathan  had  a  large  shiny  automatic  pistol 
in  each  hand,  each  one  spitting  deadly  venom  at 
scores  of  cops.  His  jacket  was  ripped  on  the  sleeve 
where  a  bullet  had  nearly  hit,  and  there  was  a  black 
streak  -  a  friction  burn  -  from  another  bullet  on  his 
face.  Cecilia,  wearing  her  new  overcoat,  only  had 
one  gun  but  was  shooting  just  as  fiercely.  Their 
iridescent  gray  eyes  were  flashing,  wicked  and 
inhuman.  A  falling  glass  distracted  Avery  for  a 
moment,  but  the  gunfire  was  slightly  more  interest- 
ing. 

The  words  he  had  used  so  often  as  a  joke,  an 
explanation  for  extended  strings  of  bad  luck,  were 
true  now,  and  they  kept  haunting  Avery  in  a  cruel, 
out-of-reach  way. 

"Tell  me  again  how  my  life's  not  a  bad 
movie,"  he'd  say  when  misfortune  shattered  him  for 
an  hour,  day,  week,  month.  "I  didn't  mean  it,"  he 
murmured  but  knew  it  was  too  late.  This  was  for 
real. 

"Don't  know  why 

there's  no  sun  up  in  the  sky 

Stormy  weather,"  sang  Jonathan.  Cecilia 
was  giggling,  killing  cops.  Avery  dodged  a  piece  of 
shrapnel. 

"Believe,  Avery.  Believe,,"  he  said  to  him- 
self. 

The  driver's  eyes  were  iridescent  gray,  pierc- 
ing and  enigmatic.  Something  was  spinning  behind 
those  eyes,  but  it  was  cold  and  Avery  hadn't  gotten 
anyone  else  to  stop  all  day.  The  driver  squinted  his 
inviting,  serpentine  eyes.  "So  where  ya  going?"  he 
asked  Avery  in  a  charismatic  but  vaguely  inauthentic 
tone. 

"Eventually?  California." 

"Get  in.  "I'll  take  you  part  of  the  way." 
Avery  climbed  inside.  The  car  pulled  onto  the 
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highway. 

"What  are  you. ..I'm  being  terribly  rude.  My 
name  is  Jonathan." 

"Avery."  He  offered  his  hand.  The  driver 
enclosed  it  in  a  surgeon's  hand—long,  dexterous 
fingers.  Avery's  qualms  about  Jonathan  began  to 
settle  to  the  back  of  his  thoughts.  His  eyes  might've 
been  threatening  or  just  unique.  Avery  wondered  if 
hitchhiking  had  been  a  good  idea;  it  was  making 
him  overcautious,  nearly  paranoid. 

"What  are  you  doing  out  in  California?" 
Jonathan  asked. 

"College." 

"You  like  it  okay?" 

"Yeah,  it's  okay.  It's  college,  y'know." 

"Yes."  Jonathan  passed  a  car. 

"So  you  just  got  in?  Just  like  that?"  Agent 
Burke  said,  dislike  unhidden  in  his  tone. 

Avery  chuckled. "It  was  twenty  below.  I 
wasn't  about  to  wait  for  a  cab.  I'd  been  out  there 
since  noon.  It  was  ride  with  him  or  freeze.  I  like  my 
life.  Or  I  did,  at  least."  Avery  scratched  the  back  of 
his  head.  "I  don't  like  it  right  now." 

"That's  your  own  fault.  Stop  being  so  reti- 
cent and  I  might  be  able  to  keep  your  life  from 
getting  considerably  less  enjoyable.  A  supposedly 
intelligent  college  student  like  yourself  wouldn't 
enjoy  prison  much,  I  think." 

Avery  framed  Agent  Burke's  head  in  a  square 
of  his  thumbs  and  index  fingers.  "I  was  a  hostage, 
not  an  accomplice." 

"Then  spill  your  guts  and  prove  it." 

"What's  the  point?  You  can't  stop  them — 
and  they  know  it." 

"They're  disturbed,  not  invincible." 

"Wrong,  Agent  Burke.  They  aren't  disturbed. 
They're  not  human." 

Agent  Burke  laughed,  but  it  was  a  nervous 
laugh,  forced  and  masking  something. 

Avery's  suspicion  was  a  tide.  Jonathan  had  a 
kind  of  infectuous  casualness  that  kept  slipping  into 
his  head  and  overwhelming  his  fight  or  flight  re- 
sponses. He  couldn't  tell  if  Jonathan  were  just  a 
straight-faced  joker  or  something  more  worrisome. 
Regardless  of  the  man's  intentions,  Avery  was  gone 
at  the  next  stop— that  much  was  certain. 

"You  ever  read  any  stream-of  consciousness 


novels,  Avery?" 

Avery's  mind  snapped  back  into  the  ancient 
Cadillac.  "What?" 

"Stream-of-consciousness  novels.  Have  you 
ever  read  any?" 

The  sudden  switch  of  topic  threw  Avery, 
but  he  recovered  quickly.  "Yeah,  I  think  so." 

"Do  you  really  think  like  that?  Just  mental 
drift  with  the  occasional  odd  pattern?" 

"I  guess.  Never  really  thought  about  it." 

"That  must  be  incredibly  confusing.  No 
control  at  all  over  what  your  brain  ponders.  I  can't 
imagine  what  that's  like." 

"Well,  I  do  have  some  control.  That's  what 
concentration  is:  controlling  which  thoughts  to  keep 
and  which  thoughts  to  disregard.  Everybody  has 
some  control." 

"Do  all  people  think  like  that?" 

Avery  regarded  Jonathan  oddly.  "I  guess. 
I'm  not  inside  people's  heads  very  often.  Y'know, 
you're  included  in  'all  people.'  You  are  a  human 
being,  after  all." 

Jonathan  smirked  a  bit,  then  said  slowly, 
"Sure." 

Laughing,  Avery  said,  "What,  are  you  say- 
ing you're  not?" 

Jonathan  smiled-that  serpentine  look  again. 
It  disappeared  quickly.  "I  hear  a  cop." 

Avery  looked  out  the  back  window.  "I  don't 
see  anything." 

"He's  a  few  miles  back.  It'll  take  him  a  while 
to  get  into  your  sight  distance.  Hungry?" 

"They  don't  use  transitions  where  you're 
from,  do  they?" 

"Define  'they.'  Never  mind,  it  doesn't  mat- 
ter. Do  you  want  to  get  something  to  eat?" 

"Sounds  great,"  said  a  female  voice  inches 
away  from  Avery's  ear. 

He  yelped.  The  woman  laughed  -  a  maniacal 
cackle  that  scared  Avery  more  than  her  presence  in 
the  backseat.  Flinching,  Avery  turned  to  view  the 
speaker. 

"Again  my  rudeness  shines  brilliantly. 
Cecilia,  this  is  Avery.  He's  a  college  student  return- 
ing to  school  in  California.  Avery,  this  is  Cecilia. 
She's  my  only  friend."  Jonathan's  smile  was  back. 

Cecilia  shook  Avery's  hand.  She  was  pretty 
but  not  noticeable  -  appealing  was  a  better  descrip- 
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tion.  She  had  long  brown  hair  and  gray  eyes  just  like 
Jonathan's.  Avery  tried  not  to  turn  away  from  her 
knifelike  gaze  too  quickly,  hoping  he  didn't  look  as 
frightened  as  he  felt.  The  door  latch  was  looking 
more  and  more  inviting.  Well,  frostbite  looked 
inviting. 

"Sorry  I  startled  you,  Avery.  I  was  asleep." 
She  paused,  listening  to  distant  sounds.  "Is  that  a 
siren?" 

Jonathan  looked  out  the  back  window. 
"Yes. ..yes,  it  is.  Finally.  I  wonder  why  he  took  so 
long." 

Red  and  blue  rollers  were  just  barely  dis- 
cernible on  the  horizon.  Avery  had  to  squint  to  see 
them  as  separate  colors. 

"...and  that's  when  the  cop  stopped  them," 
interjected  Burke. 

"No.  The  cop  didn't  stop  them.  Jonathan 
stopped  for  the  cop.  As  soon  as  he  mentioned 
hearing  the  siren  the  first  time,  I  felt  the  car  start  to 
slow  down.  Jonathan  wanted  to  get  pulled  over.  He 
wasn't  running  from  the  cops.  He  was  making  them 
think  that.  It  gave  you  more  time  to  regroup  and 
send  a  bigger  force  after  them.  Made  the  day  more 
interesting  to  them.  More  action  packed." 

"When  did  you  realize  the  cop  was  dead?" 

"Later,  at  the  diner." 


nervous  script  he  wrote  "CALL  THE  POLICE-- 
YOU'RE  GOING  TO  BE  ROBBED." 

Avery  remembered  the  cop  who  stopped 
them  on  the  highway.  Remembered  Jonathan's  be- 
havior. "He's  dead,"  he  told  the  mirror,  expecting 
music  to  swell. 

He'd  try  to  hand  his  note  to  the  waitress 
when  she  picked  up  the  check.  Avery  doubted  the 
plan  would  work,  but  they  were  endangering  lives. 

Avery  composed  himself  as  much  as  pos- 
sible and  left  the  washroom.  Outside,  Jonathan  was 
standing  near  the  door,  gun  in  plain  sight.  "Fine. 
Fine.  I  don't  understand  what  the  hell  goes  through 
your  heads.  How  the  hell  do  you  think  people  think? 
We  Can  Kill  You.  You  Can't  Kill  Us.  If  I  were  you, 
I'd  be  dialing  frantically  from  the  moment  you 
pulled  out  the  gun.  But  I  don't  mind—this  is  what 
keeps  my  life  barely  tolerable.  The  unpredictability 
of  human  behavior.  I  don't  understand  it,  so  I  study 
it.  It  creates  tension,  and  I  like  tension." 

"So  do  I,"  Cecilia  interjected,  wearing  her 
new  coat.  Behind  her,  faster  than  Avery  could  react, 
a  burly  man  pulled  a  knife  and  lunged  at  Cecilia. 
Casually,  she  flipped  her  gun  hand  back  and  pulled 
the  trigger.  The  big  man  flew  back,  a  bullet  in  his 
shoulder.  A  couple  screamed.  "Feel  free  to  finish 
my  soup,  Avery,"  she  grinned,  hurricanes  behind 
her  eyes. 


The  door  swung  shut,  and  Avery  collapsed 
on  a  sink.  "They're  insane.  Insane.  They've  got  to  be. 
What  the  hell  are  they  thinking?  They've  got  to  be 
insane.  I  got  into  a  car  with  two  psychotics,  and  now 
I'm  talking  to  myself." 

He  checked  the  stalls  for  other  people  - 
none.  He  scanned  the  washroom  and  cursed.  They 
would  pick  a  restaurant  whose  restroom  didn't  have 
windows.  Too  damn  observant.  He  wouldn't  feel 
right  running  away.  The  twenty-five  people  in  the 
diner  were  in  mortal  danger,  and  he  was  the  only  one 
who  could  warn  them. 

He  paced,  his  steps  echoing  like  snare  drums 
on  the  bathroom  tile.  He  went  back  to  the  sink  and 
looked  at  his  reflection.  His  hat  dropped  on  the 
floor  as  he  shoved  his  fingers  back  through  his 
messy  chin-length  hair.  A  thought  flashed  through 
his  head,  and  his  hands  scrambled  through  his  pock- 
ets, finding  an  old  receipt  and  a  pen.  In    hasty, 


"That's  when  she  shot..."  Agent  Burke 
checked  someone's  statement.  "...Norman  Craswell. 
For  his  coat." 

"Sure.  I  don't  know  his  name.  She  shot  some 
guy  twice  her  size  who  had  a  knife.  He  just  thought 
she  couldn't  see  him.  She  didn't.  She  heard  him." 

"And  she  knew  where  to  fire  from  her  sense 
of  hearing?"  Avery  got  the  feeling  Agent  Burke  was 
trying  to  disprove  Avery's  opinions  even  though  he 
knew  facts  that  supported  them 

"Yes." 

"Why  didn't  you  try  to  escape  earlier?" 

"When?"  asked  Avery  incredulously.  "I  was 
in  a  car  going  a  hundred  miles  an  hour  till  we 
reached  the  diner  except  for  the  stop  for  the  police- 
man." 

A  gloved  hand  knocked  on  the  driver's  win- 
dow. Jonathan  rolled  down  the  window. 
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"Could  I  see  your  license,  please?"  the  cop 
asked,  ignoring  Jonathan's  question.  Jonathan  pulled 
out  his  wallet  and  showed  his  smiling  image.  The 
cop  looked  at  it,  then  at  Jonathan.  "Could  you  step 
out  of  the  car?" 

The  smile  never  left  Jonathan's  face  as  he 
exited  the  car  and  walked  away. 

"Nice  hat.  Why  are  you  wearing  it?"  Cecilia 
tried  to  start  a  conversation. 

Avery  scratched  an  itchy  spot  just  under  the 
brim  of  his  fishing  hat.  "Bad  haircut,"  he  said.  "And 
I  haven't  washed  my  hair  since  I  left  home.  It  gets 
greasy  and  clumpy  really  quickly,  and  somehow  I 
think  you're  learning  more  about  my  hygiene  than 
I  want  you  to  know."  As  soon  as  either  one  of  them 
spoke,  he  felt  any  shock  or  suspicion  seeping  away. 
He  knew  he  was  being  manipulated  but  was  unsure 
how,  or  why,  or  how  to  stop  it,  or  how  to  prove  it. 
At  the  restaurant,  you  run. 

Cecilia  smiled,  showing  perfect  teeth.  "It's 
okay,  Avery.  We  love  you  anyway." 

"Glad  to  hear  it,  Cecilia,"  Avery  grinned. 
What  the  hell  was  Jonathan  doing? 

"Do  you  like  classical  music?"  Cecilia  asked. 
She  knew  about  as  much  about  transitions  as  Jonathan 
did. 

Avery  said,  "Nope,  not  really." 

"I  like  Stravinsky,"  she  said. 

Jonathan  opened  the  door  and  got  inside, 
wiping  his  hand  on  his  dark  jacket. 

"Everything  okay?"  Cecilia  asked. 

"Fine,  just  fine.  It  was  a  case  of  mistaken 
identity.  The  cop  thought  I  killed  a  man." 

Avery  blinked.  Jonathan  and  Ceilia  cackled. 
A  switch  tripped,  and  they  stopped.  Jonathan  turned 
his  pointy  eyes  on  Avery. 

"Still  hungry?"  he  asked.  Avery  nodded 
apathetically. 

Cecilia's  arm  shot  toward  a  distant  glow  of 
white  light.  "There's  a  place." 

"Looks  great,"  Jonathan  said. 

Avery  saw  a  blue  sign  that  said  "Food. 
Seven  Miles."  A  couple  minutes  later,  the  exit  ramp 
appeared.  Braking  perfectly,  Jonathan  pulled  off 
the  highway,  stopping  just  before  the  white  line  at 
the  stop  sign. 

"That's  when  you  became  really  suspicious." 


"Yep." 

"And  you  didn't  do  anything?" 

"I  didn't  know  they  were  going  to  rob  a 
diner.  I  didn't  know  what  they'd  do.  That's  why  I  was 
going  to  leave  as  soon  as  possible." 

"So  why  are  you  protecting  them  now?" 

"Protecting  them?"  Avery  laughed.  "They 
don't  need  my  protection.  They  killed  twenty  cops 
before  my  eyes,  before  your  eyes.  They  weren't 
even  scratched.  Well,  Jonathan  got  a  scrape  on  his 
face  but..." 

"You're  drifting.  Back  to  the  diner.  When 
did  you  decide  to  take  action,  hero?"  Agent  Burke 
hid  his  sarcasm  so  very  well,  Avery  thought. 

"Right  before  I  went  to  the  bathroom." 

The  waitress  at  the  door  of  the  brightly  lit 
diner  led  them  to  a  booth  in  the  smoking  section. 
Jonathan  opened  his  menu  and  ordered  a  chocolate 
shake.  Cecilia  ordered  a  bowl  of  clam  chowder. 
Avery  lost  track  of  the  outside  world,  focusing  on 
keeping  his  hands  from  cracking  due  to  the  sudden 
temperature  change.  He  blew  warm  air  at  his  hands, 
then  noticed  gray  eyes  pointed  at  him. 

"I'll  have  a  hamburger,  no  onions,"  he  said. 

"You  want  fries  with  that?"  asked  the  wait- 
ress. 

"Sure.  And  a  large  Coke." 

The  waitress  left,  promising  to  return  with 
food.  Jonathan  and  Cecilia  entered  into  a  silent 
conversation;  Avery  studied  their  eyes.  Except  for 
the  color,  their  eyes  weren't  that  similar.  The  color 
was  exactly  matched,  though  -  that  peculiar  irides- 
cent gray.  It  wasn't  right.  It  wasn't  natural. 

Jonathan  put  down  his  complimentary  wa- 
ter. "You  seem  to  be  a  fairly  intelligent  person, 
Avery.  Would  you  like  to  rob  a  bank?" 

Brakes  squealed,  crash,  bang,  crunch;  some- 
where in  that  sentence  Avery  had  missed  a  vital 
transition. 

"Excuse  me?" 

"Really,  Avery,  don't  disappoint  me.  It's  not 
too  difficult  a  concept.  Go  into  a  bank.  Steal  their 
money.  Evade  the  police.  Live  in  luxury  on  a  Pacific 
island."  Whatever  was  spinning  behind  Jonathan's 
eyes  was  out  of  control.  "Would-you-like-to-rob-a- 
bank?" 

Avery  suddenly  didn't  feel  very  well.  "I 
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dop|t  know,  it's  not  something  I  think  regularly..." 

"Gut  reaction,  Avery.  Yes  or  no,  Avery,  yes 
or  no,"  Jonathan  demanded. 

Avery  looked  at  Cecilia  who  was  trying  - 
and  failing  -  to  keep  from  snickering.  His  gaze 
snapped  back  to  Jonathan.  "Sure.  I  guess  I  don't 
know.  It's  against  the  law.  What  kind  of..." 

"Excellent,  good  answer.  Glad  to  see  you're 
as  open-minded  as  I  thought."  Jonathan's  eyes  were 
buzz  saws,  and  Cecilia's  were  darn  close.  She 
complemented  her  stare  with  a  giddy  smile; 
Jonathan  looked  predatory.  They  both  stared  at 
Avery  with  stereophonic  killing  looks. 

"But  we're  nowhere  near  a  bank,"  said 
Cecilia,  giggling. 

"Quite  right.  And  we've  robbed  restaurants 
before."  That  got  a  yawn  out  of  Cecilia.  She  got  out 
her  bag,  took  a  large  automatic  pistol  from  its 
innards,  and  gave  it  to  Jonathan  who  put  the  gun  in 
a  pocket.  She  kept  another  on  her  lap.  She  had  a 
third  in  her  hand. 

"Would  you  like  one?"  she  offered.  Avery 
declined. 

"Are  you  gonna... "Avery's  voice  faltered. 

"Oh  no,  not  right  now."  Jonathan  leaned 
across  the  table.  "  You're  not  going  to  scream,  are 
you?" 

"That  might  be  the  stupidest  question  I've 
ever  been  asked,"  said  Avery. 

"I  don't  want  you  to  feel  threatened." 

"How  considerate." 

"I  sense  cynicism." 

"Idealism  goes  to  hell  when  someone  has  a 
gun." 

Jonathan  laughed.  "I  like  that  one.  Con- 
gratulations, Avery,  you've  invented  a  new  apho- 
rism. Catchy,  quite  catchy.  Don't  worry,  no  one  will 
get  killed." 

"People  are  so  messy  when  they  get  shot. 
Loud  too,"  Cecilia  added. 

"All  that  red  stuff,  and  the  screams....  food's 
here,"  Jonathan  said.  The  waitress  arrived  and  dis- 
tributed the  food.  Jonathan  was  very  polite,  sipping 
his  milkshake,  chrome  death  nestled  in  his  pants 
pocket. 

"I  like  that  guy's  coat,"  Cecilia  said,  gestur- 
ing at  a  man  Avery  couldn't  see. 

"I  have  to  go  to  the  bathroom, "  said  Avery. 

"What?  Oh,  that.  Go  ahead." 


"Then  came  the  bathroom  part,"  tried  Agent 
Burke. 

"Yes." 

"And  you  didn't  try  to  stop  them  again?" 

"No.  The  cops  showed  up  after  Cecilia  got 
the  car." 

"What  do  I  have  to  do  to  get  the  cops  here? 
Apparently  asking  isn't  enough.  Do  I  have  to  start 
shooting  customers?" 

The  waitress  didn't  reply  to  Jonathan's  re- 
mark. She  was  in  shock.  He  started  walking  around, 
firing  and  missing  on  purpose.  It  had  to  be  on 
purpose,  Avery  realized  -  the  bullet  holes  were 
literally  millimeters  away  from  the  diners. 

The  kitchen  spat  out  a  cook  armed  with  a 
double  barrel  shotgun.  Without  looking,  Jonathan 
shot  it  out  of  his  hand. 

Cecilia  sat  back  down  at  the  booth  and,  with 
a  bored  expression  on  her  face,  emptied  the  clip 
into  the  ceiling.  "I  used  to  like  loud  noises.  There's 
a  music  underneath  all  the  clatter.  You  can't  hear  it. 
Your  hearing's  not  good  enough.  But  lately  -  "  she 
replaced  the  slip  with  a  full  one  -  "it's  lost  its 
allure." 

"You  two  are  aliens  or  something,  right?" 
Avery  tried. 

"Or  something,"  she  said  with  a  wicked 
smile.  "Why?" 

"I'm  trying  to  figure  out  why  this  is  happen- 
ing," Avery  said.  He  thought  he  was  bored  -  Jonathan 
and  Cecilia  must  be  perpetually  bored  to  need  this 
kind  of  thrill. 

"Cheap  thrills.  I'll  get  the  car,  Jonathan," 
Cecilia  offered. 

Jonathan  was  playing  hopscotch.  "All  right, 
dear." 

Cecilia  left  to  get  the  car.  She  gave  Avery  a 
friendly  wave  and  went  out  the  glass  doors.  Avery 
wished  he  could've  talked  to  her  and  Jonathan  longer 
in  a  more  conventional  setting  than  a  manhunt. 

Light  stormed  through  the  windows. 

"Ah,  there's  Cecilia  with  the  car." 

The  old  Cadillac  plowed  through  the  glass 
doors  and  went  "beep-beep."  Red  and  blue  rollers 
and  sirens  started  invading  Avery's  formerly  be- 
lievable life.  The  cops  had  finally  arrived.  Jonathan 
started  arranging  tables  to  block  some  of  the  inevi- 
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table  violence.  Cecilia  got  out  of  the  car,  dragged 
Avery  to  cover  as  Agent  Burke  delivered  ultima- 
tums. 

"I  was  waiting  for  them.  The  cops  are  so 
slow  in  this  state,  "  Jonathan  complained. 

"Release  your  hostages,"  ordered  a 
buzzyvoiced  Agent  Burke  through  his  bullhorn. 

"Okay.  Anybody  who  wants  to  leave  can  - 
neither  of  us  will  shoot  you.  Armed  people  are 
more  fun  to  shoot  at.  Damn.  I  ended  a  sentence  in  a 
preposition,"  Jonathan  said.  The  customers  ran  out, 
at  first  uncertain,  then  as  fast  as  possible. 

"Why  didn't  you  leave?" 

"My  legs  wouldn't  work.  Then  you  started 
shooting,  and  they  shot  back.  I  didn't  feel  like 
leaving  then." 

"What  are  they  holding  over  you?  Why 
won't  you  talk?" 

Avery  said,  "Pity.  They  were  really,  really 
bored.  Besides,  it  would  destroy  a  whole  subplot.  I 
told  you  all  I  know." 

Agent  Burke  sighed.  Avery  had  been  no 
help.  He  couldn't  hold  Avery;  there  were  no  charges 
against  him. 

"Do  you  know  the  director?  Could  I  get  final 
cut?"  Avery  asked  as  he  left  Burke's  office. 

Agent  Burke  shot  him  an  evil  look  and  said, 
"What?" 

"Never  mind." 

Finally  Cecilia  and  Jonathan's  accuracy  over- 
powered the  cops'  numbers.  They  engaged  in  a  lip- 
read  conversation  and  ran  to  their  car.  Confused, 
Agent  Burke  yelled,  "Hold  your  fire."  Avery  peeked 
over  an  overturned  table's  edge,  hoping  a  bullet 
didn't  find  him.  There  was  little  chance  of  that; 
Cecilia  and  Jonathan  had  killed  most  of  the  cops.  He 
wondered  how  many  movies  ended  today. 

"Have  a  good  time,"  Avery  said,  drained. 
Cecilia  blew  him  a  kiss  and  peeled  out.  The  remain- 
ing red  and  blue  rollers  -  three  or  four  at  most  - 
flashed  and  then  one  by  one  followed  their  prey. 
Avery  went  back  to  his  table  and  finished  Jonathan's 
shake  as  gunfire  and  twisted  metal  sounds  greeted 
him.  He  grabbed  his  hamburger,  untouched  until 
now. 

"Could  I  have  some  ketchup?"  he  asked  as 
the  first  cop  entered  the  diner. 


Everywhere  I  Go 

Rapsin 

I  cannot  lie  to  myself, 
I  miss  you  so  very  much. 
I  cannot  repress  the  truth, 
I  still  long  for  your  touch. 

I  see  you  where  I  learn, 
I  see  you  where  I  grow. 
I  see  you  where  I  work, 
And  everywhere  else  I  go. 

But  the  hardest  part  for  me, 
Or  at  least  the  way  it  seems, 
Is  going  to  bed  and  knowing, 
I'll  see  you  in  my  dreams. 


The  Shamble 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

Death  walks  on  emaciated  limbs, 

and  wears  the  darkest  cloak. 

Sable  hues  stretched  across  bare  bones, 

lips  taut  against  gaping  teeth. 

Fragile  fingers,  long  and  slender, 

brush  saliva  from  his  chin. 

His  lips  are  hot,  and  chapped, 

from  the  fire  that  burns  within. 

An  everlasting  hunger  burns, 

bringing  no  light  to  the  soul  within. 

Shriveled  dark,  and  ugly  thing, 

putrid  rotting  flesh, 

Plying  his  vicious  trade  to  any  who  let  him  in. 
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Inspected,  Ejected 

Jacob  Andrew 

A  fierce  exhibit  of  life  precedes 
this  current  existence. 

Men,  shells  of  men,  waiting,  rotting. 

Emotional  counterparts      long  withdrawn 
from  the  time  we  thought  we  had. 
A  wake-up  call  to  those  playing  dead, 
for  we  have  not  yet  begun  to  live. 

And  those  who  pretend  will  dream 
a  wish  and  sin  again. 


Break  Me 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

Break  me, 

bury  me, 

and  throw  me  to  the  dark. 

Love  me, 

hate  me, 

I  no  longer  care. 

Show  me, 

hide  me, 

what  difference  does  it  make? 

Make  me, 

take  me, 

You  no  longer  care. 


Dance  of  the  Spheres 

Dave  Putz 


A  central  point,  a  mind,  a  spot, 
Moods  swirl,  around  and  in. 
Far  away,  distant  desire  calls  - 
(It  is  near,  urgent,  and  strong!) 

I  have  sat  and  watched,  alone, 

The  points  change,  the  spheres  spin, 

Detached,  aloof,  calm,  and  rested. 

(He  curses,  rages,  and  screams  empty  threats!) 

When  all  is  peaceful,  the  mood  serene, 
The  mind  becomes  a  wondrous  place  to  live. 
I  see  the  beautiful  spheres  whirling  in  their  places. 
(He  spits  and  fumes,  but  no  one  listens). 

It  is  so  important  to  be  in  control, 
To  let  the  mind  work  its  multi-faceted  wonders, 
And  contemplate  the  possibilities  for  tomorrow. 
(Whining  and  shirking,  he  stays,  as  always,  in  his  corner.) 


Magick 

Dojna  Corzine 

charms  and  catspells  lose  their  touch 
bewitching  me  was  never  much 
no  ground  will  ever  know  your  weight 
no  distant  stars  predict  your  fate 


November  Nights 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

We  long  to  love  long, 

and  never  learn  to  love  well, 

until  our  time  is  done.    . 
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Sideshow 

Michael  Fletcher 
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Come  one  come  all. 


Come  one  come  all. 


Come  one  come  all. 


Come  one  come  all. 


Come  one  come  all. 


Come  one  come  all. 


Rumbles  gaudy  canvas  kites 
on  midnight's  kiss. 

Under  congealed  skin, 
flesh  pulls  and  smoothes 
with  oceanic  tides. 

Drum  tight  skin  rattles  in 
chorus  with  xylophone  bones 
that  erupt  like  crags. 

Femininity  masked  by  a  beard 

tells  a  lie  defiled  by  a 

beard  not  found  by  seeing  eyes. 

Painted  stories  burn  on  glistening 
sweat  as  reptiles  grow  hair  and 
scamper  from  sight. 

What  wonders  that  astound 
each  different  from  the  rest. 
Look  what  glimmers  from  around. 
They  outdo  each  other  to  be  the  best. 


Utrillo 

Bill  Yarrow 

he  sits  in  the  asylum 
free  to  move  his  feet 

fascinated  by  the  flies 
alighting  on  his  sleeve 

he  falls  asleep  in  liquors 
that  drink  him  as  he  breathes 

he  paints  the  sane  man's  landscape 
and  then  they  let  him  leave. 


Front 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

The  arctic  night  lies  static. 
Impermeable  darkness  above, 
is  splintered  by  glittering  stars, 
and  cold,  dry  air  robs  me  of  life. 


Hope  and  Horror 

Judy  Bond 

A  slow  walk 

to  the  window, 

curtains  fluttering 

in  a  sweetgrass  breeze, 

a  glance  across  the  fields 

coming  fresh  again 

in  this,  "cruelest  month," 

a  heavy  sigh 

at  the  portal  of  a  lavendar  world 

heavier  still 

the  walk  into  the  darkness. 
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Trio  Opus  I 

Michael  Kessler 

Mike  and  Mitzi  in  New  York 

It's  a  bright  and  hazy  summer  morning  here 
in  New  York  City.  The  sidewalks  along  Fifth  Av- 
enue are  jammed  with  people  going  to  work,  going 
home,  going  shopping,  going  insane.  Mitzi  and  I 
blend  in  nicely  as  we  make  our  way  through  the 
crowd,  I  in  my  Converse  All-Stars,  shorts  and  t- 
shirt,  Mitzi  in  her  dog  collar  with  no  leash  attached. 

We're  both  so  street  savvy,  so  Starsky  and 
Hutch  as  we  stride  nonchalantly  along.  Perhaps  we 
should  name  ourselves  Daschund  and  Dan.  To  look 
at  us,  though,  it  would  be  more  realistic  to  call  us 
Laurel  and  Hardy  -  I'm  Laurel,  she's  Hardy.  I  once 
showed  a  picture  of  Mitzi  to  a  friend  of  mine  and  he 
said  she  looked  like  a  seal,  which  I  have  to  say  is 
pretty  accurate.  With  short,  shiny  black  fur  lying 
flat  against  her  corpulent  body,  one  could  easily 
draw  that  conclusion.  Every  once  in  a  while  we 
glance  at  each  other  knowingly  as  though  we've  got 
some  secret  to  keep  from  the  press  of  people  around 
us.  When  she  looks  up  at  me,  I  see  her  ferocious 
display  of  teeth  and  her  tongue  dripping  saliva  onto 
the  sidewalk.  Her  legs  are  so  short  she  practically 
has  to  run  to  keep  up  with  me,  but  by  the  glint  in  her 
eye  I  know  this  isn't  wearing  her  down  -  she  wouldn't 
trade  our  daily  walk  for  anything. 

We  stop  at  a  corner  for  a  red  light,  the  two 
of  us  standing  at  the  curb.  Across  the  street  is  a  high- 
rise  under  construction  and  the  noise  is  almost 
deafening.  There's  the  machine  gun  sound  of  that 
thing  that  looks  like  a  pogo  stick  (which  I've  heard 
gives  a  guy  the  shakes  for  life  if  he  operates  it  for  too 
long),  and  there's  the  whine  of  engines  from  bull- 
dozers and  cranes.  I'm  so  engrossed  in  the  spectacle 
that  it  scares  the  shit  out  of  me  when  a  cab  nearly 
runs  us  over.  The  caffeine-injected  driver  who  prob- 
ably had  three  Twinkies  and  a  bag  of  Fritos  for 
breakfast  didn't  do  a  very  good  job  negotiating  the 
corner.  Or  maybe  he  just  wanted  to  kill  us. 

It's  a  relief  to  get  back  to  the  relative  seren- 
ity of  our  dismal  little  apartment  where  the  sound 
of  traffic  has  to  climb  nine  stories  to  get  through  our 
two  windows.  I  scoop  a  bowl  of  dry  dog  food  from 
the  five-ton  bag  I  bought  two  months  ago  and  Mitzi 


acts  like  she  hasn't  eaten  for  days.  Sitting  down  at  the 
squeaky  table,  I  tear  into  a  bagel  myself  and  remem- 
ber yesterday's  ride  in  the  subway.  I  had  forgotten 
that  taking  Mitzi  for  a  ride  in  a  subway  car  is  like 
taking  Yosemite  Sam  to  a  Tupperware  party. 

Fortunately  I  had  the  presence  of  mind  to 
attach  a  leash  to  her  because  as  soon  as  we  got  on  the 
train  Mitzi  decided  to  make  a  snack  out  of  some 
lady's  chihuahua.  I'm  not  sure  what  language  was 
erupting  from  the  jaws  of  this  very  compact  woman, 
but  I  was  sure  the  gates  of  hell  had  been  flung  wide 
open.  Lucky  for  us,  she  wasn't  armed.  Somehow  I 
managed  to  secure  Mitzi's  mouth  with  the  leash  and 
at  the  next  stop  we  emerged  from  the  train  -  Mitzi, 
livid  and  twisting  in  my  arms,  and  I,  determined 
never  to  repeat  this  grave  mistake.  The  long  walk 
that  followed  did  us  both  good. 


Mitzi  and  I  never  were  in  New  York  to- 
gether, and  I  was  surprised  to  have  dreamt  about  her 
-  it's  been  a  long  time  since  I've  thought  about  her 
much.  She's  been  dead  almost  thirteen  years  now.  I 
know  daschunds  are  of  German  origin,  but  since 
I've  been  thinking  about  Mitzi  again  I've  concluded 
that  she  was  actually  Italian.  I  grew  up  around 
Italian  relatives,  so  I  know  that  arguments  are  essen- 
tial to  Italian  communication,  and  family  loyalty  is 
simply  part  of  the  Italian  instinct.  Mitzi  was  just 
like  that.  She  was  very  vocal  about  things  that 
displeased  her  and  very  protective  of  her  family. 

Like  most  dogs,  Mitzi  had  her  share  of 
peculiar  and  often  amusing  habits.  One  thing  I 
remember  about  her  is  that  whenever  I'd  be  lying  on 
the  floor,  maybe  watching  TV  on  my  side  with  my 
head  propped  up  on  one  arm,  Mitzi  would  come  and 
lie  along  my  front  side  with  her  butt  next  to  my 
head.  Then  she'd  furiously  lick  and  chew  one  of  her 
front  paws,  which  was  often  red  and  swollen,  and  I'd 
yell  at  her  to  stop.  In  her  bull-headed  Italian  way, 
though,  she'd  always  ignore  me.  And  then  some- 
times when  I  sat  on  the  floor  to  play  solitaire,  she'd 
walk  all  over  the  cards  and  plop  herself  down  on 
them  as  if  they  weren't  there.  One  of  her  most 
unique  habits  was  to  sit  on  an  armchair  or  the  couch 
as  though  she  were  one  of  us  human  family  mem- 
bers. She  would  settle  her  butt  down  on  the  cushion 
and  lean  her  side  onto  the  arm  of  the  chair,  placing 
her  paws  delicately  before  her.  On  rare  occasions 
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she'd  even  allow  one  of  us  to  sit  with  her.  In  her  old  age, 
though,  we  had  to  lift  her  up  onto  the  chair.  Like  my 
grandma  Minnie  used  to  quip  about  herself,  "The  old 
gray  mare,  she  ain't  what  she  used  to  be." 

If  Mitzi  decides  to  visit  my  dreams  again, 
maybe  this  time  we'll  head  over  to  the  Old  Country 
to  visit  Grandma  and  all  the  other  feisty  Italian 
relatives.  I  know  she'd  fit  right  in. 


Empty 

The  bartender  spun  his  rag  across  the  counter's 
surface.  Again,  the  man  at  the  end  caught  his  eye. 
Something  about  him  glowed  with  noticeability.  He 
was  so  terribly... plain.  The  bartender  had  never  seen 
a  plainer  man  come  into  the  bar.  He  was  noticeable 
because  there  wasn't  a  single  noticeable  thing  about 
him.  Average  height,  average  build,  average  looks, 
average  clothes,  average  average.  The  bartender 
cocked  an  eyebrow  after  that  realization  -  nobody 
was  that  average. 

The  bartender  let  his  rag  lead  him  to  the  plain 
man's  end  of  the  bar.  He  looked  at  the  plain  man  for 
a  long  time,  polishing  the  dark  wood  of  the  bartop  to 
a  dull  shine.  The  plain  man  stared  into  his  drink. 
Finally,  he  spoke. 

"You  know  what  I  haven't  seen  today?" 

The  bartender  kept  washing.  "What?" 

"An  ugly  person." 

The  bartender  gave  a  half-smile,  half-ques- 
tion look. 

"I  haven't  seen  an  ugly  person  today,"  the 
plain  man  continued.  "I  mean,  I'm  no  Dirk  Squarejaw 
with  magic  cheekbones,  but  I'm  not  hideous  -  I'll  be 
that  immodest.  But  I  realized  today  that  I  haven't  seen 
an  ugly  person."  He  looked  up  from  his  drink.  "You 
ever  seen  someone  so  ugly  you  just  want  to  hit  them 
to  slap  the  ugly  right  out  of  them?" 

"Nope." 

"I  haven't,  not  since  I  woke  up  this  morning. 
I  remember  seeing  them  before,  even  yesterday.  But 
not  today.  It's  just  one  of  the  many  things  that  seem 
different  today." 

"Need  a  refill?" 

"Sure.  Another  boilermaker." 

The  bartender  left  and  came  back  with  a  shot 
and  a  beer.  It  was  still  early;  he  could  waste  time 
listening  to  the  plain  man's  shpiel.  The  plain  man 


downed  the  whiskey  with  a  casual  wrist  flip,  took  a  sip 
of  beer  and  then  left  it  untouched,  the  object  of  his 
stare. 

"I've  got  nothing  against  ugly  people.  It's  just 
I  notice  them  sometimes,  at  least  once  a  day.  It's  just 
one  of  those  things  you  notice." 

The  bartender  made  an  ambiguous  gesture. 

"Not  a  single  one  today.  No  uglies,  not  even 
many  average  types.  I'd  think  most  people  would  be 
average  looking  -  otherwise  they  wouldn't  be  aver- 
age. No,  all  I've  seen  today..."  the  plain  man  took  a 
swig  of  his  lukewarm  beer,  "...are  pretty  people. 
Perfectly  proportioned,  well-lit,  unblemished,  pretty 
people.  I  feel  out  of  place." 

"Can't  say  I've  noticed,"  the  bartender  said. 

"That's  not  all.  My  job  -  the  place  where  I 
work  -  is  gone.  I  worked  for  a  software  company.  The 
building  isn't  there  anymore.  There's  a  bar  there  now. 
Several  bars  actually.  A  whole  complex  of  bars.  I've 
nothing  against  bars  either.  I  just  know  yesterday 
there  was  a  software  company  where  those  dozen 
bars  were  today. 

"Come  to  think  of  it,  I  haven't  seen  any  white- 
collar  businesses  at  all.  Here  it  is,  downtown  busi- 
ness district,  and  most  of  the  businesses  are  gone. 
Lots  of  bars,  dance  clubs,  diners,  volleyball  sandpits, 
and  beaches,  but  no  businesses.  I  thought  that  odd." 
The  bartender  nodded. 

"Another  thing  is  the  people  I've  talked  to 
today  have  all  been  cheery  and  not  too  bright.  That's 
an  understatement.  Dumb  is  closer,  rock  stupid  is 
dead-on  correct.  One  thought  rubber  bands  were 
magic.  I've  met  preschoolers  with  more  intelligence." 

"Takes  all  kinds,"  shrugged  the  bartender. 

"Hmm." 

A  group  of  handsome  sporty  guys  entered  the 
bar,  jolly  and  dull  as  the  shine  on  the  bar.  They  asked 
for  a  specific  brand  of  beer  and  the  bartender  gave 
them  each  a  bottle  of  the  requested  type. 

"Now  don't  make  me  tell  you  again.  Don't 
open  those  inside.  I  don't  want  a  mess  in  my  bar  like 
last  time,"  warned  the  bartender. 

"Well,  then  give  us  a  bottle  of  that  other  kinda 
drink  here,"  said  one  of  the  group. 

"What  other  kind?" 

"Y'know,  that  other  kind."  Five  minutes  of 
that  and  the  bartender  just  distributed  bottles  of  any 
brand  to  the  group  of  sporty  types.  He  warned  them 
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again  about  not  opening  their  first  bottles  and  walked 
away. 

"And  there's  music  everywhere.  Bad  com- 
mercial rock.  I  don't  know  where  it's  coming  from. 
Just  kind  of  emanates  from  between  the  air,"  the 
plain  man  said. 

"What?"  the  bartender  said,  confused. 

"Sorry.  I  went  a  little  poetic." 

"Poetic?" 

A  group  of  scantily-clad  covergirls  entered 
the  bar  and  engaged  in  empty  conversation  with  the 
sporty  beer-drinkers.  The  plain  man  looked  at  the 
group  and  muttered,  "Sexist." 

"Sexist?"  the  bartender  said,  following  the 
plain  man's  gaze. 

"It's  terribly  unfair  to  women.  There's  an- 
other weird  thing:  every  woman  I've  seen  today  has 
been  dressed  like  them."  A  thought  floated  through 
the  plain  man's  head.  "Where  are  the  kids?" 

"Kids?" 

"Children.  Where  are  the  children?  Where 
are  the  senior  citizens?  Hell,  where  are  the  middle- 
aged  baby  boomers?  They're  nowhere  to  be  found." 
A  brick  hit  the  plain  man  square  in  the  face.  "Where 
the  hell  am  I?" 

The  bartender  grabbed  the  bottle  and  re- 
filled the  plain  man's  shot  glass.  "On  the  house.  You 
sound  like  you  need  it. "  The  plain  man  had  had  a  bad 
day.  The  bartender  could  tell  by  the  way  he  talked 
-  kids,  sexist,  poetic?  He  was  spouting  nonsense. 

A  loud  wooshing  sound  burst  into  the  bar. 
The  plain  man  looked  up.  The  bartender  was  yell- 
ing at  the  sporty  types.  One  of  them  had  opened  his 
beer  -  the  first  kind  the  bartender  had  forbade  them 
to  open.  "What  did  I  tell  you?"  he  yelled,  but  they 
just  smirked.  Snowflakes  fell  from  the  ceiling;  the 
plain  man  closed  his  suitcoat  tighter  to  ward  off  the 
cold.  He  poured  whiskey  down  his  throat  and  hoped 
he  hadn't  awakened  yet.  He  considered  the  other 
possibility  and  took  a  long  drink  of  beer.  If  he  was 
awake,  there  was  nothing  else  to  do. 


Nightstalker 

The  sky  was  clear  black,  dotted  with  a  mil- 
lion stars.  A  slight  chill  in  the  late  spring  air 
reminded  me  of  fall.  It  was  a  perfect  night  to  sit 
outside  beside  a  crackling  fire,  so  I  gathered  up 


some  newspaper,  a  bit  of  kindling  wood,  and  a 
lighter.  At  the  fire  pit  in  the  backyard,  the  blaze 
started  quickly.  A  light  breeze  was  enough  to  give 
the  flames  life  but  not  enough  to  extinguish  them  as 
they  took  hold.  Soon  the  fire  was  burning  bright  and 
hot,  and  I  settled  back  into  a  lawn  chair,  admiring  the 
snapping  orange  and  yellow  flames.  It  had  been  a 
long  day  and  with  the  gentle  hypnosis  of  the  fire,  I 
became  more  and  more  relaxed,  my  tensions  leaving 
me  one  by  one. 

Suddenly,  out  of  nowhere  came  a  violent 
blow  to  the  top  of  my  head.  I  jumped  out  of  the 
chair,  looking  every  which  way  to  get  a  glimpse  of 
my  attacker,  but  I  saw  no  one.  Was  it  someone  who 
had  snuck  up  behind  me  in  the  alley,  struck  at  my 
head,  and  silently  disappeared?  Could  it  have  been 
some  object  flung  at  me  from  the  neighbor's  yard  on 
the  other  side  of  the  alley?  I  checked  the  ground 
around  me  but  found  nothing.  I  felt  my  head  to  see 
if  it  was  bleeding,  but  there  was  no  blood  when  I 
looked  at  my  hand.  I  was  rattled  and  perplexed,  and 
greater  than  the  minor  physical  pain  I  felt  was  the 
bruise  to  my  ego.  I  had  been  caught  off  guard, 
unable  to  defend  myself.  I  felt  hurt  and  angry, 
already  plotting  the  bloody  revenge  I  would  exact 
upon  my  enemy.  All  this  happened  in  a  moment's 
time,  and  I  sat  back  down  to  try  to  calm  myself,  to 
regain  my  composure. 

As  soon  as  I  sat  back  down,  though,  I  real- 
ized I  wouldn't  be  able  to  relax  again.  Now  the  fire 
which  had  delighted  and  soothed  me  seemed  to 
mock  me  - 1  felt  like  I  was  sitting  in  the  glare  of  a 
spotlight,  the  night  pressing  in  around  me  with 
unknown  horrors,  the  stars  a  blinking  audience 
tucked  away  in  folds  of  darkness,  I  began  to  feel 
intensely  unsafe,  and  I  had  the  feeling  I  was  being 
watched  -  laughed  at.  Nervously,  I  checked  the  alley 
behind  me  again  and  decided  to  move  the  lawnchair 
to  the  other  side  of  the  pit,  this  time  facing  the  other 
direction.  If  somebody  wanted  to  strike  again,  they 
wouldn't  have  such  an  easy  time  of  it  now. 

Several  tense  minutes  passed.  I  kept  looking 
beyond  the  fire,  halfheartedly  poking  at  it  with  a 
stick  from  time  to  time,  just  to  keep  it  going.  I  threw 
more  wood  onto  the  inferno,  watched  it  catch  fire, 
listened  to  it  pop  and  hiss.  A  chill  went  through  me 
as  the  damp  cool  of  night  penetrated  my  clothes, 
reaching  through  to  my  bones,  There  was  no  move- 
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ment  around  me  as  far  as  I  could  see,  and  no  sound 
but  the  fire.  Then  it  came  -  an  eerie,  fluttering  cry  I'd 
never  heard  the  likes  of  before.  The  sound  came  from 
behind  me  - 1  ducked,  barely  avoiding  another  blow, 
then  lifted  my  eyes  to  watch  the  ghostly  white  wings 
of  a  bird  rising  higher,  moving  quickly  away  from 
me.  It  perched  itself  on  the  electrical  wires  sus- 
pended between  tall  wooden  poles  along  the  alley 
and  there  it  sat,  staring  at  me  with  big,  glowing  eyes. 

At  first  I  couldn't  believe  it.  I  had  never  seen 
an  owl  in  this  neighborhood  before,  and  why  would 
this  one  do  such  a  thing?  Was  it  angry  at  me  because 
there  was  smoke  blowing  into  its  nest?  This  was  the 
only  thing  I  could  think  of  to  explain  its  behavior. 
It  stared  steadily  at  me  with  those  haunting  eyes, 
round  as  the  earth,  punctuating  its  glare  with  an 
occasional  slow  blink.  I  stared  back,  amazed  at  the 
sight  of  this  pint-sized  punk,  its  pure  white  image 
suspended  in  darkness,  pulsating  in  the  light  of  the 
fire. 

After  a  long  minute  it  stretched  out  its 
wings,  leaned  forward,  and  flew  into  one  of  the 
trees  nearby.  I  moved  my  chair  again  so  I  could  keep 
an  eye  on  my  interrogator.  This  time  it  was  closer  to 
me,  lower  to  the  ground,  and  its  stare  continued  to 
scrutinize  me.  I  felt  a  genuine  fear  of  this  little 
creature,  and  for  that  I  felt  foolish,  Sensing  that  my 
powers  had  been  flattened  under  the  weight  of  its 
unflinching  gaze,  I  knew  why  owls  are  said  to  be 
wise.  It  must  know  everything  about  me,  I  thought, 
even  my  intentions  to  take  a  swing  at  it  if  it  should 
descend  upon  me  again.  As  I  returned  a  steady  stare, 
my  resolve  began  to  solidify.  I  would  not  be  had  by 
this  bird  again.  And  then,  as  if  it  had  accomplished 
its  mission  of  intimidation,  it  flew  away  into  the 
night. 

I  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief,  feeling  that  my 
worries  were  now  over.  I  tended  the  fire  again  and 
tried  to  regain  some  peace  of  mind.  I  found  myself 
very  distracted,  though,  looking  up  into  the  trees  to 
the  electric  wires  hanging  still  against  the  sky.  I  had 
to  remind  myself  to  try  to  relax  -  to  concentrate  on 
the  fire.  After  a  few  minutes  of  this  struggle,  I 
decided  to  move  inside  the  house  where  I  knew  I'd 
be  safe.  I  still  felt  I  was  being  watched,  and  I'd  had 
enough.  As  I  scattered  the  burning  wood  in  the  fire 
pit,  I  kept  an  eye  on  the  sky  above  me,  and  as  I 
walked  across  the  yard  back  to  the  house  I  wasted  no 
time. 


When  I  sat  down  inside  to  ponder  what  had 
just  happened,  I  remembered  something  that  made 
me  smile.  One  night  a  week  or  so  earlier,  I  had  been 
sitting  by  a  fire  in  the  yard  when  I  was  heckled  by 
someone  in  my  neighbor's  yard,  the  yard  across  the 
alley.  These  neighbors  live  in  a  shack  which  used  to 
be  a  house  before  their  years  of  neglect  transformed 
it.  They  are  all  men  who  live  there,  all  in  what  seems 
to  be  a  perpetual  state  of  drunkenness.  There's  always 
a  plentiful  array  of  junk  on  display  in  the  yard. 

Sometimes  they  have  friends  over.  This  was 
the  case  that  night  a  week  or  so  earlier.  It  was  one  of 
these  friends  who  took  great  delight  in  pestering  me 
as  I  sat  quietly  by  the  fire.  It  had  just  turned  dark,  so 
all  I  could  see  of  him  was  a  silhouette  which  occasion- 
ally disappeared  around  the  other  side  of  the  house 
where  jeers  and  laughter  could  be  heard  as  well  as  the 
occasional  clatter  of  empty  beer  cans  being  tossed 
aside.  Among  certain  invectives  not  fit  to  print,  my 
heckler  repeatedly  warned  me,  "Hey,  man,  look  out 
for  the  owl!"  Then  he  would  make  a  series  of  hooting 
sound  which  amused  him  and  his  friends  as  though  he 
had  achieved  the  height  of  comedy.  This  went  on  for 
some  time.  I  did  my  best  to  ignore  him,  but  my 
irritation  grew  by  the  minute,  and  I  finally  yelled, 
"What?!"  in  response  to  some  inane  question.  At  that 
point  I  heard  him  tell  his  friends,  "I  don't  think  he  likes 
me  too  much,"  which  I  judged  to  be  the  first  legitimate 
thing  to  come  out  of  his  mouth  that  evening.  That  was 
the  extent  of  our  conversation,  and  he  soon  tired  of  his 
drunken  stab  at  benevolence,  leaving  me  at  peace 
with  my  fire.  I  was  puzzled  as  to  why  he  would  make 
such  a  fuss  over  an  owl.  I  thought  he  was  just  crazy 
and  drunk  and  possibly  quite  bored,  but  then  some- 
times we  find  good  advice  in  the  most  unlikely  places. 

The  last  I  heard  of  this  wild-eyed  fowl  was 
when  my  mother  reported  a  similar  attack  on  her 
person,  occurring  the  night  after  my  own.  At  the  time 
she  was  merely  relaxing  in  her  back  yard  just  across 
the  street  from  mine.  My  dad  said  the  owl  was 
probably  protecting  its  young,  but  after  looking  into 
its  eyes  myself  I  like  to  think  this  owl  was  the 
embodiment  of  a  roguish  spirit,  perhaps  some  restless 
seventeenth-century  pirate  amusing  himself  by  taunt- 
ing unsuspecting  landlubbers.  By  now  he's  probably 
moved  on  to  some  other  little  town  and  is  relieving  his 
nocturnal  boredom  with  still  more  piratical  pranks. 
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A  Baby's  Baby 

T.L.  Chapin 

My  tears  flowed, 
I  was  scared. 

Then 
I  discovered 

I  did  not 

Carry  a  child 

Below  my  heart. 

I  was  ecstatic 

Then  disappointed. 

Back  to  school, 

Back  to  work, 

And  sordid  life. 

A  few  more  years 

Until  I  can  have  a  baby 

A  lady's  baby 

Not  a  baby's  baby. 


Human  Stain 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

Sinuous  dark  and  oily, 
the  river  churns  dark  with  earth's  blood. 
Held  fragile  upon  the  surface,  spread  thinly, 
rainbows  reflecting  in  summer  sun. 

The  life  that  once  could  beat  free, 
beneath  these  now  opaque  ripples, 
choked  in  muck  and  mire, 
collapses  to  the  littered  floor. 


Moral  Adjustments 

Dojna  Corzine 

call  your  bluff  it's  not  enough 

it's  grabbing  hold  of  ground  that's  tough 

my  illusions  count  to  ten 

then  pull  me  under  waves  again 


O  Jesus 

Dave  Putz 

0  Jesus, 

The  children  on  TV  are  dying  again. 

Faces  bent  by  war, 

Legs  bloody  from  someone  else's  strategy. 

Do  I  turn  the  channel, 
Because  it  hurts  too  much  to  see, 
Because  I  haven't  tried  to  help, 
Or  because  my  care  is  so  small? 

1  can  seal  their  plight 

Out  of  my  warm,  safe  house, 
Simply  by  pushing  a  button, 
And  moving  to  a  different  amusement. 

Men  have  always  fought, 
Children  always  died, 
I  try  to  rationalize  their  torment, 
By  writing  them  into  history. 

So  many  problems  here  at  home, 
So  little  time  to  spend, 
And  yet  I  see  those  faces, 
O  Jesus. 
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A  Woman  of  Means 

Bill  Yarrow 


A  large  part  of  the  dungeon  was  the  life  upon  her  knees 
A  portion  of  the  torture  was  a  wilderness  of  hands 
An  aspect  of  the  nightmare  was  the  unlit  empty  street 
The  shade  which  wouldn't  rise  sent  chills  along  her  cheek 
She  shivered  at  the  thought  of  never  giving  birth 
At  the  funeral  of  color  she  wept  a  strange  disease 
What  was  not  attended  could  no  longer  be  attained 
On  an  endless  loop  of  singing  she  heard  the  slogans  she  had  dreamed 
She  crossed  her  legs  and  feared  her  pipes  exploding  in  the  night 
From  where  would  come  the  help  tomorrow  at  this  hour? 
Why  were  there  ghosts  in  the  mirrors  feeding  on  hope? 
Where  was  the  man  who  would  not  follow  her  home  day  after  day  after  day? 
What  was  freedom  to  her,  a  woman  of  perpetual  means, 
who  lived  wholly  within  the  anguish  of  her  imagination? 


Lewdness 

Donna  Aiello 

It  used  to  follow  me  around 

hanging 

in  the  air. 

Attracting  even  lying  dogs 

the  smell  it  left 

lingering. 

Couldn't  shake  the 

small  grey  cloud, 

wore  it  like  a  brand  new  frock. 

No  one  warned  me  of  its  danger. 

No  one  told  me  of  its  price. 

Spread  it 

proudly 

like  a  peacock, 

in  youth, 

such  thoughts  are  tops. 

The  truth  was  slow  in  coming, 

for  only  time  does  tell 

that  nothing  rides  the  crest  forever, 

that  nothing  leaves  its  mark  unstained. 

The  lucky  ones, 

they  find  out  early 

how  to  clear  the  air  they  own. 

The  others:  we  never  learn 

it's  ours  alone  to  choose. 


The  Cornerstone 

Dave  Putz 

Placed  down  with  futures  bright, 
Strong  to  hold  four  stories  of  brick. 
The  roads  were  filled  then  with  voices, 
Busy  until  long  past  midnight. 

MCMXXII,  carefully  carved, 
Marking  the  time  of  its  birth, 
The  time  of  the  doors  being  opened, 
With  a  big  smile  from  the  founder. 

A  few  years  were  fine,  others  leaner, 
Wood  replaced  glass  in  some  windows, 
The  stone  held  its  place,  always  faithful, 
Even  as  son  replaced  father. 

Alone  now,  it  stands  on  the  corner, 
The  big  building  gutted  and  closed, 
A  sign  of  its  times,  worn  by  the  winds, 
Watching  empty  streets  for  the  wrecking  crew. 
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Retrospect 

Judy  Bond 

A  frosty  breath  sings  through 

brown  grasses; 

they  flutter  like  a  lover's  heart. 

I  feel  deep  sighs  again  heaving  in  earth's  chest; 

the  ride  is  smooth, 

rolling  out  to  the  ends  of  imagination 

in  a  steady  rhythm 

as  predictable  as  tide. 

I  hear  sad  songs  again, 

a  litany  of  pain; 

lost  love, 

dead  love, 

love  never  born; 

I  ache  with  the  melodies 

in  the  center  of  me, 

in  the  middle  place 

which  has  no  voice  of  its  own 

but  experiences  being 

in  highly  compressed  time 

poised  a  moment  away  from  catastrophe. 

I  watch  my  breath  spread  in  the  cold  air 

and  disappear. 


Again  in  Focus 

Dojna  Corzine 

speckled  notebook 

my  bleeding  fingers  bleeding  ink 

to  think 

this  is  over  me  again 

when  days  grow  longer 

anger  stretches  me 

wild 

drawn  out  and  aching  hard 

full  in  the  light 

of  my  sight's  worst  enemy 

my  veins 

push  my  skin 

in  shivering 

slide  and  click 


The  Murky  Way 

Dave  Putz 


Moonshine 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

Molten  silver, 

flowing  languidly. 

Pools  of  incandescence, 

liquid  luminescent  light. 

But  the  moon  is  almost  too  bright  to  view. 

An  image  is  burned  beneath  my  lid. 

I  am  drawn,  encircled, 

consumed  by  images  of  scars, 

blemishing  the  surface, 

but  tarnishing  not  the  glow. 


The  moon,  encircled  by  a  host  of  lights, 
Throws  rays  throughout  the  deep  and  charcoal  sky. 
Its  cratered  face  the  totem  sign  of  night, 
Receiving  owl's  hoot  and  lone  wolfs  cry. 

The  crystal  glint  of  star's  light  overhead, 
Its  journey  of  uncounted  miles  done, 
A  beacon  for  the  wise  whose  eyes  have  read, 
Directions  from  a  thousand  distant  suns. 

The  moon  still  rises  heavy,  red,  and  full, 
A  few  stars  poke  their  presence  through  the  haze, 
The  light  they  give  is  meaningless  and  dull, 
Ignored  by  even  those  with  wit  to  gaze. 

With  Edison's  electric  curtain  drawn, 
We  wander  well-lit  streets  until  the  dawn. 
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A  Perfect  Cup  of  Tea 

Dave  Putz 

Robert  sat  in  his  favorite  leather  chair,  hold- 
ing the  report  in  his  hand  but  not  looking  at  it 
anymore.  His  attention  was  directed  outside,  down 
the  lawn,  where  he  could  see  a  pair  of  squirrels 
chasing  each  other  around  the  oak  tree.  He  won- 
dered, briefly  if  the  chattering  and  scolding  they 
were  directing  at  each  other  was  genuine  or  just  part 
of  some  instinctive  ritual.  They  scattered  up  the 
tree,  disappearing  from  his  view,  and  his  mind 
came  slowly  back  to  the  paper  he  held. 

He  had  been  on  a  business  trip  in  Waltham 
when  he  fell  ill.  The  first  day  he  had  put  it  down  to 
his  chronic  indigestion,  but  the  pain  had  worsened 
enough  in  the  night  to  force  him  to  the  doctor's 
office.  The  doctor  had  turned  out  to  be  a  young  man, 
eager  to  take  care  of  a  new  patient,  so  in  addition  to 
the  usual  questions  and  thumpings  Robert  had  un- 
dergone a  complete  blood  test.  At  the  time  he  had 
been  sure  it  was  a  complete  waste,  but  the  doctor's 
youthful  enthusiasm  had  been  convincing. 

"We'll  have  you  right  as  rain!"  the  doctor 
had  exclaimed  as  he  issued  Robert  some  strong 
antacid  tablets  and  a  promise  to  forward  the  blood 
test  report  when  the  lab  finished  it. 

Now  he  had  the  report,  and  the  doctor  had 
penciled  a  circle  around  a  section  halfway  down  the 
paper.  It  stood  out,  appalling  in  its  brevity.  "Evi- 
dence of  long-term  severe  arsenic  levels  found."  He 
had  called,  of  course,  but  the  doctor  could  do  little 
more  than  suggest  he  check  for  contaminated  areas 
at  home  or  work.  There  were  none,  Robert  was  sure, 
but  he  had  investigated  just  to  be  certain.  It  was  the 
absurdity  of  the  alternatives  that  bothered  him  the 
most,  but  the  alternate  sources  were  few.  He  slowly 
slid  the  report  back  into  its  envelope,  got  to  his  feet, 
and  put  it  carefully  into  a  drawer  of  the  bureau. 

He  was  still  standing,  looking  out  at  the 
squirrels  who  had  reappeared  and  continued  their 
squabble  over  acorns,  when  he  heard  his  wife  com- 
ing down  the  hall.  She  came  into  room  full  of  her 
usual  energy  and  cheerfulness  and  seemed  not  to 
notice  Robert's  pensive  mood. 

"Look  at  this  new  dress  I  found  today!"  She 
bubbled  and  twirled  around  in  the  middle  of  the 
floor.  "Don't  I  look  just  marvelous  in  it?" 


She  did,  and  Robert  had  to  smile  at  her 
pleasure.  It  was  a  pretty  thing,  lacy  at  the  neck  and 
very  flattering,  and  he  went  to  her  with  open  arms. 
Sarah  fairly  danced  into  them,  and  her  kiss  moved 
his  mind  back  to  the  time  they  had  met. 

It  had  been  at  a  tea  shop  in  Brighton;  Robert 
had  just  finished  a  horrible  meeting  with  two  in- 
competent branch  managers.  He  was  in  a  foul  mood 
and  when  his  tea  was  brought  nearly  cold,  he  had 
had  enough.  His  tirade  against  the  unfortunate  tea 
shop  hostess  had  been  interrupted  by  a  sweet  young 
woman  sitting  near  who  had  diverted  his  anger  by 
exclaiming  that  her  tea  was  cold  too  and  would  he 
like  to  come  to  her  place  for  a  proper  cup.  The 
forwardness,  the  impetuosity  of  such  a  suggestion 
had  struck  a  chord  in  Robert  and  much  to  his  own 
surprise,  he  had  accepted.  She  had  brewed  a  splen- 
did cup  of  tea,  brought  it  to  him  with  excellent 
scones  and  quince  jelly,  and  he  had  fallen  in  love. 
She  invited  him  to  tea  again  the  next  day,  he  ac- 
cepted eagerly,  and  two  months  later  they  were 
engaged. 

Robert's  attention  was  brought  back  to  the 
library  by  Sarah's  gently  easing  out  of  his  arms  and 
going  to  the  sideboard.  She  picked  up  a  pair  of 
plates,  set  two  cups  and  saucers  on  them,  and  an- 
nounced that  he  must  follow  her  to  the  sitting  room 
for  tea.  Robert  thought  about  the  doctor's  report 
and  wondered  if  he  ought  to  show  it  to  Sarah.  It 
didn't  seem  right,  somehow,  to  put  such  an  ugly 
thing  into  such  lovely  hands.  He  trailed  her  as  she 
gaily  swirled  out  into  the  hall  and  down  to  the 
sitting  room.  This  was  her  favorite  spot,  and  she 
rarely  allowed  tea  to  take  place  anywhere  else.  She 
didn't  interfere  with  the  cook's  choices  for  dinner  or 
supper,  but  tea  time  was  Sarah's  domain.  The  cook 
was  usually  chased  out  of  the  kitchen,  and  Sarah 
would  brew  and  bake  and  create  the  most  wonder- 
ful meals.  Robert  often  felt  that  she  believed  that  he 
had  fallen  in  love  with  her  tea  as  much  as  herself, 
and  she  insisted  on  making  him  a  perfect  cup  every 
day. 

They  sat  at  the  little  table  by  the  window, 
and  Robert  could  see  the  squirrels  still  searching  for 
acorns.  He  smiled  as  one  of  them  raced  up  the  oak 
with  cheeks  full  while  the  other  sat  on  the  lawn 
watching.  Sarah  set  the  table  briskly,  then  went  off 
to  the  kitchen  to  bring  in  the  cart.  She  kissed  him 


lightly  as  she  left  and  laughingly  made  him  prom- 
ise, as  usual,  to  wait  patiently  for  her  return. 

He  had  waited  patiently,  too,  through  the 
engagement  time  until  they  could  be  married.  The 
difference  in  their  ages,  though  never  a  barrier  for 
Robert,  had  been  the  occasion  for  a  few  lifted 
eyebrows  and  a  couple  of  veiled  comments  from  his 
friends.  It  had  been  even  more  of  a  problem  with 
Robert's  parents  until  Robert  was  able  to  convince 
them  of  his  love  and  the  wonderful  lift  that  Sarah 
brought  into  his  life.  Sarah's  parent's  had  been 
much  easier  to  persuade,  though  Robert  suspected 
his  strong  financial  situation  had  weighed  more 
than  any  words  with  them.  It  had  been  nearly  five 
years  now  since  all  the  objections  had  been  with- 
drawn and  Robert  and  Sarah  had  wed.  The  time 
seemed  too  short  to  Robert,  especially  now  with 
that  awful  report  sitting  in  the  bureau. 

Sarah  came  back  in,  pushing  the  tea  cart. 
She  had  found  fresh  strawberries  from  somewhere 
and  had  made  sweet  biscuits  to  with  them.  He  sat 
quietly  while  she  served  the  food  and  smile  softly 
when  she  poured  the  tea.  The  aroma  reminded 
Robert  of  oranges  and  warm  fall  days,  and  he  left  it 
to  cool  a  bit  as  he  ate  his  biscuits  and  berries. 

"How  do  you  like  it,  dear?"  asked  Sarah 
from  across  the  table. 

"It  is  as  perfect  as  possible,"  he  replied. 
"You  have  truly  mastered  the  art  of  the  tea  time." 

She  smiled  at  the  compliment  and  asked  in 
return  how  his  day  was. 

"I  had  a  report  from  that  doctor  in  Waltham," 
he  replied  carefully. 

"What  did  he  have  to  say?  Is  everything  all 
right?"  she  asked,  suddenly  serious  and  concerned. 

"He  said  I  had  a  stomachache.  Probably  a 
result  of  old  age  and  eating  Italian  food  in  a  hotel 
restaurant."  Robert  was  still  reluctant  to  reveal  the 
true  contents  of  the  letter  to  Sarah. 

"You  aren't  old,  dear.  Maybe  you  just  need 
to  take  fewer  business  trips  and  eat  at  home."  The 
care  in  Sarah's  voice  was  reflected  in  her  face,  and 
Robert  realized  that  he  loved  her  even  more  now 
than  he  had  when  they  met.  The  last  years  had  easily 
been  the  best  of  his  life,  and  he  would  not  have 
traded  them  for  anything. 

"Perhaps  you're  right,"  he  said.  "I  don't  need 


to  oversee  business  quite  so  closely  since  Williams 
has  taken  over  the  day-to-day  matters.  Besides  that, 
I  would  certainly  enjoy  spending  more  time  here 
with  you.  Those  lonesome  hotel  nights  can  be  quite 
as  unhealthy  as  the  hotel  food." 

Sarah  giggled,  blushed,  and  looked  pleased 
all  at  the  same  time.  Watching  her,  Robert  smiled, 
too,  and  took  another  bite  of  his  biscuit.  He  re- 
flected that,  in  all  likelihood,  eating  at  home  would 
make  him  a  good  deal  sicker  than  hotel  food,  but  it 
didn't  seem  to  matter  very  much.  He  looked  out  at 
the  oak  and  saw  that  one  of  the  squirrels  seemed  to 
have  wandered  off  and  the  other  was  busily  trans- 
ferring the  stored  acorns  into  its  own  hole.  Robert 
sighed  heavily,  feeling  the  weight  of  the  deep  and 
unfamiliar  waters  he  was  navigating. 

"Please  excuse  me,  dear,"  he  said.  "I  ne- 
glected to  take  care  of  some  pressing  business.  I  will 
only  be  a  minute." 

Sarah  protested  slightly  at  this  break  in  the 
routine,  but  Robert  assured  her  that  he  would  be 
back  quickly.  He  got  up  and  went  down  the  hall  to 
the  library  and  headed  straight  for  the  bureau.  He 
removed  the  report  and  crossed  to  the  fireplace.  He 
read  it  one  last  time,  then  turned  on  the  gas,  lit  the 
fire,  and  threw  the  paper  in.  Sarah  had  never  asked 
for  much  really,  and  giving  her  this  one  gift  was  a 
pleasure  to  Robert.  He  watched  while  the  paper 
was  quickly  consumed,  then  turned  off  the  gas, 
closed  the  glass  doors,  and  went  back  to  the  sitting 
room. 

"All  taken  care  of.  Let's  make  good  use  of 
the  rest  of  the  time,"  he  announced  as  he  took  a  sip 
from  a  really  perfect  cup  of  tea. 


We've  Rubber  Cemented 

Maria  Mellinger 

We've  rubber  cemented 
Our  lives  together, 
Like  two  kindergarten 
Construction  paper  hearts. 
And  the  only  trouble  is  that 
Gloppy  stuff  that  peels  off 
At  the  edges. 


Field  of  Changing  Dreams 

Dave  Putz 


Stretching,  Slinking,  Slacking  Shadows 

Donna  Aiello 

Stretching,  slinking,  slacking  shadows 
cover  and  mingle,  mix  and  make 
moving  versions 
of  ourselves. 

Hollow,  heavy  hateful  sounds 
whirl  and  whistle  waiting  where 
rustling  color 
once  hung. 

Thoughts  and  trinkets  trailing  through 
legs  and  limbs  lacking  leaf 
bare  to  world 
and  self. 


Hot,  thick  hazy  hot, 
the  ordered  rows  stretch  summer, 
rustling  rumors  of  harvest  coming, 
reaching  high  for  the  sun's  life. 

Fields  of  plenty, 

black  dirt  tended  since  the  first  planter's  plow. 
Rendering  the  rain  and  sun  into  food, 
backbone  for  the  farmer's  life. 

A  change  out  of  season, 
invaded  by  caterpillars  no  spray  can  stop, 
crops  ripped  from  the  breast  of  the  earth, 
scraped  into  hills  devoid  of  life. 

A  new  crop  grows  now, 

houses  spring  from  the  naked  soil, 

sprouted  from  seeds  more  powerful  than  corn, 

receptacles  for  the  suburb's  life. 


Fragrance 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 


Sod  laid  before  winter, 
filling  between  these  paragons  of  progress, 
a  finishing  touch  to  a  developer's  dream, 
roots  dig  for  memories  of  life. 


You  coil  around  me  in  day, 

and  you  envelop  me  at  night, 

sinuous  and  lovely. 

You  carry  me  to  other  realms, 

ethereal  and  bright,  but... 

hidden  in  your  charming  folds, 

you  sometimes  carry  a  blight. 

A  headache,  a  blinding  flash, 

and  nausea  soon  follow, 

oh  what  hatred  I  do  feel, 

when  I  smell  that  foulsome  odor. 

I  wish  that  people  would  carry, 

some  Governmental  warning  label, 

when  wearing  a  cheap  perfume. 


Trouble 

Maria  Mellinger 

Trouble 

Freezes  me  into  geometric  cubes 

That  people  pop  into  a  warm  drink 

And  take  great  pleasure  in. 

But  their  excitement  produced  heat, 

And  I  melt, 

Diluting  their  alcoholic  pleasure, 

And  liquefying  my 

Trouble. 
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The  Plot 

Bob  Loewe 

A  foe  snuck  into  my  house, 

bringing  subversives  and  saboteurs 

who  stocked  the  kitchen 

and  laid  in  stores  of  beer. 

Every  time  I  pass  the  fridge 

a  beverage  calls 

"Bob,  look  at  me. 

You're  thirsty." 

And  it  leaps  into  my  grip. 

Then  a  possessed  bag  of  Doritos 

jumps  from  the  shelf 

into  my  free  hand. 

The  enemy  meanwhile 

causes  a  sandwich  to  materialize. 

I  take  up  the  self-sacrificing  food 

and  go  to  the  next  room. 

The  demons  jump  into  the  TV 

or  the  stereo. 

Somehow  they  always  know 

which  will  be  more  interesting. 

It  must  be  a  Communist  plot, 

a  sub-manifesto  manifesting. 

I  sit  around  gaining  weight 

and  neglecting  my  homework. 

Reds  will  take  over  our  nation. 

We  will  all  be  ignorant  and  suffer 

from  high  blood  pressure 

and  cholesterol  poisoning. 

I  will  take  action  - 

find  where  those  Commies 

hid  my  schoolbooks. 

I  will  lose  the  chips 

and  learn  my  lessons. 

I  will  and  strike  a  blow  for  democracy 

just  as  soon  as  Oprah  is  over. 


Soothsayer 

Judy  Bond 

Mystic  lipstick 

colored  predictions 

Whore-of-Babylon  Red 

for  the  coming  year  - 

a  siren's  flamelit  prognostications 

as  bereft  of  shame 

as  the  soft  heart  of  a  slug. 

We  woke  to  hear  them 

strumpeting  our  bleak  bedroom, 

glaringly  exploding 

like  balloons 

filled  with  bright  blood 

splattering  the  walls, 

the  sound  a 

volley  of  cannons 

building  to  an  earsplitting  crescendo. 

Shall  I  say  we  were  startled? 


October 

Dave  Putz 

Whither  away  and  the  wind  blows, 
Trees  throw  their  leaves  to  the  sky. 
Whither  away  and  the  wind  flows 
Free  and  the  loose  colors  fly. 

Wither  away  and  the  wind  slows, 
Corners  and  yards  pile  high. 
Wither  away  and  the  wind  knows, 
Brightness  and  color  soon  die. 
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Vacancy 

Dave  Putz 

I  see  your  faceless  picture, 
Laid  in  tile  on  my  floors, 
Spread  with  glue  on  my  walls, 
Painted  on  my  ceilings. 

I  hear  your  soundless  singing, 
Slipped  around  the  corners  of  my  doors, 
Streaming  through  my  windows, 
Echoed  in  my  hollow  halls. 

I  feel  your  phantom  fingers, 
Rested  on  my  empty  chairs, 
Caressing  in  my  bed, 
Rattling  pots  on  my  long-cold  stove. 

Past  and  present  meeting,  passing, 

Nodding  as  they  pass,  like  old  friends  on  the  street, 

Everywhere  you  were,  you  are, 

But  when  I  turn  to  see,  you've  slipped  away. 


Please  Let  Me  Cry  the  Baby  Wail 

Maria  Mellinger 

Please  let  me  cry  the  baby  wail 
Pet  me  wag  the  animaly  tail 
Ease  me  into  no  avail 
Cry  a  voice  near  by. 

Accept  me  say  the  insecure 
Disease  me  if  there  be  a  cure 
Reject  me  if  I  fail  to  lure 
Say  a  voice  away. 

Love  me  speak  a  broken  mind 
Leave  me  in  the  shell  you  find 
Let  the  watch  itself  unwind 
Resolve  the  voice  involved. 


Lies 

Judy  Bond 

Yesterday 

when  you  said  those  things 

did  you  mean  to  speak  so 

quickly? 

tumbling  out  the  words  with  such 

ease? 

and  did  you  mean  to  sound  so 

far  away? 

Did  you  know  that 

I  heard  the  lies 

between  the  lines? 

They  were  predictably 

painful. 

I  don't  know  why  I  hoped, 

kept  hoping,  keep  hoping; 

don't  know  why  I  see  yesterday 

as  some  mistake 

time  and  dreams  distorted  - 

it  never  happened. 

Why  do  I  hear 

your  voice,  far  away 

speaking  quickly 

with  such  ease 

those  things? 


Pincushion  Flower 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

My  purple  little  pincushion, 
you  flower  at  my  door, 
and  cold  night  air  hampers  not, 
your  steady  winter  growth. 
No  killing  frost  has  loved  you, 
and  no  ice  has  coated  your  stalks. 
In  early  morning  dimness, 
I  see  your  lavendar  form, 
rebelling  these  November  nights. 
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Security 

Dave  Putz 


You, 

You  smiling  money-hustling  huckster, 

You! 

You  play  the  heartstrings  like  a  violin, 
Performing  your  concerto  of  concern, 
Promoting  your  instruments  of  salvation. 

And  what  is  it  you  sell, 
You  solicitous  bastard,  you? 

You  sell  fear, 
Plain 
And 
Simple. 

Selling  me  fear  of  the  night, 

Telling  me  I  need  a  light 

That  flashes  at  the  merest  movement. 

Selling  me  fear  of  the  man, 
Appearing  at  my  car  or  van, 
Telling  me  of  "The  Club"  that  alone 
can  thwart  him. 

Selling  me  fear  of  the  thief, 
Telling  me  I  must  believe, 
That  a  dead-bolt  means  safety. 

You  monger  of  terror, 

You  peddler  of  menace  and  mace. 

Try  to  tell  me  that  crime  is  the  problem, 
Try  to  convince  me  of  your  honorable  intent. 
Try  to  sell  your  fear. 
I'm  not  buying. 

I'm  not  taking  your  careful  advice. 

Not  surrounding  my  house  with  security, 

Not  adding  safety  on  to  my  car, 

Fearing  where  I  go,  what  I  do,  who  I  look  at. 


I  refuse  to  face  the  world  with  fear, 

To  measure  strangers  by  your  loathsome  yardstick, 

Seeing  only  danger  in  the  unknown. 

And  you  can  tell  your  friend, 
That  other  smiling  face  who  would 
buy  my  vote  with  your  fear, 

Tell  him  for  me  - 

I  don't  need  more  jails, 

There  are  lots  on  my  block  already; 

Prisons  of  fear  you  both  helped  build. 

Whine,  if  you  will,  that  it's  not  your  fault, 
Fade  your  smile  into  solemn  concern, 
Point  to  the  headlines  of  violence, 
And  murmur  of  the  foolish  risks  I  run. 

You  dare  call  me  foolish, 

You,  preaching  safety  as  the  greatest  good, 

You  prate  on  about  technology, 

And  call  it  prudent  intervention. 

What  shall  I  call  your  foolishness, 
You  merchandiser  of  misgivings? 
You,  who  dare  not  stop  to  help  a  stranger, 
Prisoner  in  your  own  stupid  jail. 

You! 

Leave  me  now,  I  still  choose  to  live, 

Free,  unencumbered  by  your  subtle  poisons. 

Bother  me  no  more  with  your  slow  suicide, 
You,  who  can  only  destroy, 
What  you  sell,  in  vain,  to  save. 
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Questions  at  Pompeii 

Dave  Putz 

Old  columns  of  stone, 
Weathered  through  the  centuries, 
A  god  crumbled,  too? 

A  hole  in  cold  ash, 

Dug  down  to  bones  of  Romans. 

Who  walks  on  my  grave? 

Jove's  mountain  on  fire, 

Red  sky  of  wrath  and  judgement, 

Which  offering  failed? 

Farms  green  with  rich  soil, 
Gold  coins  from  a  rich  city, 
What  wealth  is  worth  this? 


Work 

Mary  Honore  Coughlen 

I'm  disheartened  by  the  constant  test, 
that  they  have  put  me  to, 
to  equal  up  to  some  strange  standard, 
but  I  always  fall  in  the  end. 

I  can  see  the  eyes, 
the  subtle  glances. 
They  think  I  do  not  see, 
minds  as  clouded  as  theirs. 

They're  too  wrapped  in  subtle  graces, 
and  I  wish  that  they  should  know, 
that  words  or  thoughts  they  mean  the  same, 
when  they're  too  stupid  to  know, 
that  I  can  see. 


Spring  Again 

Judy  Bond 

In  spring  time  again 

a  mystery  moans 

over  late  June  mornings 

like  a  slowly  breathed-out  sigh 

in  adolescence. 

I  am  apprehensive 

hesitantly  searching 

the  shallow  space 

between  me  and  the  horizon 

for  clues  about 

this  fetal  summer  - 

what  weight,  length,  sex, 

what  color  its  eyes... 

One  summer  long  ago 

a  girl  bellyflopped  into  the  season 

and  the  sting  lingered  for  years  - 

I  think  I  remember  it 

some  days  when  spring  fattens  up 

and  everybody  can  hardly  wait 

for  the  ice-cream  man 

except  me. 

Then,  a  vague  melancholy  settles 

and  I  want  to  know 

who  forced  me  back  then  back  then 

into  the  water 

clown-faced,  unprepared 

into  the  water 

wanting  never  never  to  come  up. 

In  springtime  again 

confessions  sprout 

like  tulips, 

open  their  mouths  to  sunshine 

and  the  ridicule  of  rain. 

I  pack  my  throat  in  cotton, 

as  though  it  kept  a  precious  secret, 

lie  down  in  late  evening  blooms, 

and  dream  of  drowning. 
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